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More significant, perhaps, is the inside view it affords of 
a social revolution. In the past ten years, the so-called Black 
Mafia and its ee coun rts have largely 
taken over the inner-city street rackets the Mob, up- 
setting a balance of power unchallenged since the thirties, 
when the original Luciano first organized crime into a 
mainly Italian cartel, 

In telling the story, I have tried to skirt the statistical 
wrangle about the extent of drug misuse. In 1977, Edward 

y Epstein argued, in Agency of Fear, that Richard Nixon 

or political reasons had deliberately overstated the prob- 
lems of narcotics addiction. In 1975, George C, Richardson 
argued, in Get Up, You're Not Dead, that Richard Nixon for 
political reasons had deliberately understated the problems 
of narcotics addiction. 

As each supported his contention with a wealth of per- 
suasive evidence, I am —— to believe that Nixon 
did both. He was not the first politician to abuse statistics 
for private, even sinister, purposes, and drug misuse is by no 
means the first social issue to be used as a political football. 
No one can possibly deny, however, that the illegal drug 
traffic is an issue, and | am here concerned more with the 
nature of it than with the size of it (although the figures 
mentioned are often astoundin 

My chief ‘connection’ fos the book: ek dea Ca 
Ramos himself, who came to know Frank Matthews well 
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while planning the $100 million deal = so well, in fact, that 
the ‘Black — pos cre (The most 
— — Dillinger, Matthews is still a fugi- 
tive, having comfortably eluded an international manhunt 
for five years.) As George is rarely at a loss for words, I have 
let him tell his own part of the story, breaking it off at 
intervals to fit each —— Cha AAA 
context. 

I am also deeply indebted to William P. Callahan, presi- 
dent and director of United Intelligence, Inc. (Unitel), the 
Een en 
special in ‘white-collar’ crime. New York 
Regional . Criminal Division, of the U.S. Depart- 
ment of Justice, he ran the federal grand jury that un- 
ravelled the Matthews affair, and with great kindness and 
patience steered me through the tangles of a case involving 
some two hundred city, county, state, and federal law- 
enforcement agencies across the nation and overseas. 

My thanks are also due to Assistant U.S. Attorney David 
De Petris, Eastern District, New York, and Special U.S. At- 
torney Charles Jaffee, Southern District, Florida, who were 
both as helpful as the circumstances of a continuing in- 
vestigation allowed them to be. 

For the rest, I am grateful to those many former govern- 


ment attorneys, agents, witnesses, and police officers who _ 


gave freely of their time and recollections but prefer to 
remain anonymous for reasons that are readily understand- 
able with Matthews still at large. 

They will forgive me, | hope, for not matching their dis- 
cretion in the text. No names have been changed to protect 
the innocent, because no one is innocent, 


D.G. 
January 1978 
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"Yeah. We had breakfast at Isabelita's.' 

I could tell from his face he was already into something, 
but I didn't say nothing. 

‘So like I asked him what's happening, and you know 


‘For Christ's sake, Orlando,’ I said. ‘How many times do 
we got to go through this? Hang out with him? Sure. Do 
business with him? No. Not with his connections.’ 
eee ee NO en See Se 

I looked at him. Orlando had been a cop in Cuba before — 


Castro, and liked to think of himself as a patriot. Morales 
was no Flagler Street commando either. He worked for the 
CIA 


Political?’ 

*Yeah,' said Orlando. ‘Some guys showed up. Ricardo says 
they're here to make trouble.' 

That was different. I'm not political, and ordinarily 1 
don't have time for ‘the cause’ and all that bullshit. Dealing 
dope is a hard enough game as it is. But 1 was still vas 
for my godfather to come up with another connection. It 
had been a quiet summer. And 1 don't like terrorists, 

‘So what's he want to do? Blow them away?’ 

smiled. 


Orlando just 
‘Okay,’ I said. "So he wants to blow away a couple of 
9 
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I'm not going on no 


suicide mission. I want to know what 
I'm getting into.” 


That night, 1 dropped Anna off at her sister's and went on — 


over to see Ricardo at Orlando's house, 

Orlando had latched on to us a couple of months before 
this. He was out on bond. The vice squad had busted him on 
the corner of SW 8th Street and 18th Avenue with a little 
marijuana in his pocket. Every morning, nine o'clock, you 
could find him there. They used to call him the ‘Mayor’. But 
he was strictly a nickel-and-dime operator, and I think he'd 
heard rumours of the multi-kilo deals my godfather and me 
had been putting together in New York. Anyway, I liked the 
guy, and as me and Anna were staying away from the cor- 
ner, too, we teamed up to kill a little time, just riding around 
and going to the movies. 

I met his friend Ricardo soon after, although 1 knew him 
already by reputation. Everybody in Little Havana knew 
Ricardo Morales. If Orlando Lamadrid was the neighbour- 
hood gorilla, Ricardo was the Man. One time he blew 
some guy at the corner of Flagler and SW 7th Avenue wit 
a submachine gun and silencer — it was the talk of the 
neighbourhood. Just waited for the son of a bitch to come 
down the steps from his apartment, and cut loose on his 
arse in front of ten or twelve witnesses. Then he tossed the 
gun in his car and drove off. And right behind him went 
a green Plymouth with two guys in it, wearing suits and 
ties. 


They followed him around a lot, those guys — I saw them. 
They looked like government issue, but nobody said noth- 


ing, nobody knew nothing. Ricardo had a lot of shoot-outs — 


like that in Miami, but the cops never bothered him, and I 
never saw nothing about it in the newspapers. It was 
cal. And that's what made him so powerful. Those -arse 
ks who hung around on the corner were all afraid of 
. ‘Oh, shit,’ they'd say. “Here comes Ricardo,’ 
He even looked like a cop. Strong. Stocky. Clean-shaven. 


Short black hair. He'd stand there in his Cuban shirt, with _ 


that goddamn 9 mm Browning in his waistband bulging it 
10 
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scumbags. That's fine with me. Basically, I like the idea. But 


out, and they'd sidle up to him with a chicken-shit grin: 
"Wanna smoke, Ricardo? Wanna snort of coke, Ricardo?’ 
Anything to keep him on your side, 

He loved coke. One reason he was over at Orlando's 
house so much was because Orlando always gave him a 
spoon when he had some. ‘Here, Ricardo. Here's a little 
treat for you.’ And that son of a bitch would pull out his car 
key, stand in front of the mirror, and take two big snorts, 
Boom! Boom! Then wait a second and do it again. Jesus, 
Me and Orlando told him one time, "You know, Ricardo, 

"re a fucking savage.’ He'd be high as a dog — ready to 
anybody with that goddamn cannon of his. 

After I got to know him better, he offered to give me one 
just like it. Fourteen shot. Nice weapon. But I didn't trust 
him, not the way Orlando did. ‘Screw you,’ 1 said. “Why 
would / want a piece like that? You probably blew some- 
body away with it anyhow.’ He laughed. 

Ricardo was always into something. Second or third time 
we met, he told us about this guy he knew over in Miami 
Beach who was in the jewellery business and who ran 
around with about $40,000 worth of stuff in the trunk of 
his car. Ricardo wanted me to hot-wire.the car while they 
kept lookout, and take it some place quiet so we could take 
our time busting it out. | had mixed feelings about the deal, 
and in the end said no. 

Another time, me and Anna were over at his house, and 
he suddenly pulls out an ounce of cocaine wrapped up in a 
plastic bag and gives it to Orlando. 

‘Here,’ he says. ‘I want you to move it for me, | paid 
three-fifty. We'll split whatever you make on it.’ 

That rattled me. I figured Orlando had told him I'd moved 
X amount of kilos in New York, and the son of a bitch was 
trying to whet my appetite. But I didn't say a goddamn 
word. I just stood there and looked at it. I couldn't show I 
didn't trust him. 1 couldn't walk out or nothing, although 
the stuff wasn't worth a damn anyway. It was all wet and 


shitty. > 
On the way home, I said to Orlando, “You know, you're a 
little open with this guy. You want to be careful.’ 





| friend. I trust 


‘Listen,’ he said. 
E Mt igh him with life. Just 
me out of it, okay? Don't even talk to him about 


They're going to lose a good man because he 
of coke? Shit. He's in tight with these people.’ 
Fine,” I said. “But he still works for the government. And 


parachuted him into the Congo, and about what was 
on in Chile under Allende. He travelled a lot in 


| South America. At his house once, he showed us a bunch 


of passports he had in different names from different coun- 
tries — he was full of that James Bond bullshit, and I ate it 
up, | admired the guy for what he stood for. Blow away 
Communists? Terrorists? Hey, I'm a hundred per cent for 
you. And I told him so that night when 1 went over to 
Orlando's to hear what he had in mind. 


make it look like some other group in the underground did 
it. I got solid information on that. So I been asked to take 


| care of it~ and quick, Before they make their move.’ 


That's it?’ 
That's it,’ he says, That's all I can tell you.” 
I loved it. You know these people? I mean, you know 


| what they look like?’ 


' know them,’ he says. ‘But no names, okay?’ 
‘Okay. So what have we got to do?’ 
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| trouble, They want to hit a few big people on our side and — 


A wy 
‘| know Ricardo thirteen years. He's my el guess we'll have to take a run by and dust them 


‘Fantastic, And how are we going to go about this?" 

‘Oh, nothing fancy,’ he says. "We'll go look for them. 
Orlando keeps me you're a great wheelman, so you 
drive, and me and Orlando’ll cut loose on their arse. First 
Sd, ain we'll dump them right there.’ 

Fan . I'm ready.’ 

‘How about you, Orlando?’ he says. 

“You know me, Ricardo,’ he says, ‘Just show me where 

re at.’ 
. Then what about a weapon? You got a prefer- 

ence?" 


‘How about an Armalite?’ 


‘I don't know,’ Ricardo says, ‘Depends what they got. If I 
can't get that, how about an M-ı6?' 
‘Sure.’ 


‘I'll bring something for you, too,’ he says, looking at me, 
*Just in case.’ 
‘Fine.’ And now I got butterflies. "When are we going to 


- do this?’ 


a 


— — 


‘TI be in touch,’ he says, ‘In a couple of days.’ 

They were a long two days. If the hit had been in the line 
of business, | wouldn't have thought nothing of it, but this 
was political. If you're a Cuban in Miami, you're at war. 
You got to be on one side or the other, and I'd just been 
drafted, It's not every day you go out to shoot somebody 
you don't even know, and Anna saw the tension building 
up. 


"What are you two so jumpy about?’ she said. 
‘Nothing.’ I gave Orlando a warning look. “We're trying 


to get a deal together. We been idle a long time. You know 


how it is.’ 

That satisfied her. When we heard the hit was set for 
Friday night and I told her we had to go out, she didn’t bat 
an eye. She just asked me to drive her over to her sister's 
first, : 


I got to Orlando's house at about eight o'clock. He lived 
on SW 27th Lane, in a real dark neighbourhood, and | stood 
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backed off now. There was no way 1 was going to do that, OMAN dal kay badkor cor, and now I wind dowa 
of course, but I'd broken a rule. I was sticking my neck out the window with it and wipe off the outside door handle. If 
for no reason, | wasn't scared or - I liked feeling — there’s going to be a wreck, they may find my corpse in it, 
dulging ont begin esse I was Just in- but they're not going to find any g En 
J ional. , still usi t 
Orlando let me in, and we waited a few minutes, notsay- hve the same may, E mie * 


much. When Ricardo arrived, he wasn't too talkative ‘Okay,’ I says. ‘Now I'm ready.’ I leave the handkerchief 


‘Okay,’ en - in my lap, to wipe the wheel as | go. "Where to?’ 
y he-saya Teta ga Alt over to Flagler,’ Ricardo says. "And when you get 


uptown on Flagler. Nobody's talking, and 

I'm trying to look casual, like we're out for a ride. I'm also 
staying in the middle of the street so nobody can look in 
and maybe see all that goddamn 
The steering wheel bothers me. 


extras. 
You ride in the back,’ he tells Orlando. “Your piece ison artillery. 

EEE EUR EN eos — Lente ee Se ae 
own weapon was trans time Us just as suspicious as driving in gloves. 
mission hump. An M-16. Until now, I'd only seen pictures - ¿o — says Ricardo, as we reach e Avenue. 
of them, but Orlando had obviously handled one before. 1 — — 

heard him working it as I got in behind the wheel. going steady.’ 
‘Hey,’ he says. ‘Silencers, too? Very nice.’ Suddenly my heart is sounding noisy. We're in a tight 
‘Sure,’ says Ricardo. “We're not going to make no noise” little residential section now. Not much light on the street, 


He hands me a pair of cotton gloves. ‘Look under your seat,’ ; 
Then he leans forward quickly to check out a house, It’s 


he says. ‘And put these on when the time comes.’ 
an ordinary, one-storey house with a porch and a fence, 


I'm not about to touch anything I don't have to, so I 
reach under the seat with the gloves in my hand and E batts caine up te my cido, Isar Deliadi's gun 
- clink against something, so | guess he's feeling the tension 


out some kind of machine pistol with a banana-sha 
shoulder butt. too. 
Now Ricardo sits back, and shakes his head. He don't say 


—_ — 


pull 
ped clip 
‘Okay?’ he says. ‘It’s -30 calibre, and set to automatic, If - 


you get the chance, just pull that lever on the side there and — nothing, so I breathe out and keep on going. 

plug away at the mother-fuckers,’ E At oth Avenue, he tells me to hang a left, then a right a 
‘Great,’ | says, and | push it back under, ‘Only one prob- le of blocks later, and we're heading uptown again on 

lem. How the hell do I do that when I'm r _ Flagler. Still not a word, except for the directions he's giving 
'Listen, you can't tell. They could shoot We could me. 

have a wreck. Who knows what can happen?’ £ Take * he says. ' 


Be —— 
at reminds me,” he says. ‘I brought along a couple - 
of «455 as well. Just in case.’ — 

Then let's get on with it,’ says Orlando, 
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I make the left up by the cemetery and carry on over to 
4th Street, where we make a couple more turns and wind up 


on szrd Avenue, it's another dark, quiet residential neigh- 
_ bourhood, 


mostly one- or two-family homes with an oc- 
15 








then come around on again. We'll make another 
And this time we'll let the sons of bitches know we're 
t, Orlando?" J 
‘Right,’ he says, and starts down all the windows. 


winding 
So I do like he tells me. Now it's begun, I’ve cooled 
out. 1 put the gloves on and really scrub at that 


rn Er ie : 
ng, 1 


pocket afterwards, so that if anything does go 
won't leave nothing lying around. 


"What's the matter?" 

‘Take the gloves off,’ he says. "We got to take a little ride.’ 

This time, we come out on 8th Street, and he tells me to 
stop at a pay phone. As he gets out, | twist around to look 

to 


‘Okay,’ he says, as he gets in beside me. “We'll give it an- 


other try. Hang a left, and put ‘em on.’ 
I go around again, and once more we're on 


s3rd, a few 
blocks below the ; 


‘Here we go,’ he says. ‘Last time, you went by a little, fast. 
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his time, I want you to go real slow. Take your foot off the 
- gas, and just let her roll - okay?" 

‘Then take your piece and put it next to you. 

The house is in the middle of the block. As we reach the 
corner, he says, ‘Okay. Slow down. You ready, Orlando?’ 

‘Ready.’ 


I see a guy standing at the window with the light behind 


im, and one out on the verandah by the door. Then they 


see us — | still got my lights on — and that's when Ricardo 
_ and Orlando cut loose on them. 

Not much noise. Just squirts and chatter as the shells fly 
out. But them goddamn bullets are lashing that place apart. 
- I hear them smacking into the walls and roof and banging 
through the car on the driveway. I hear the windows go 
1 
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‘the guy was standing. | don't see him fall, but they're 
pecking that house to pieces, 

‘Now hit it,’ Ricardo says, and | tramp on the gas — not 
burning tyres or nothing, but hard enough to get us out of 
| there fast. We're headed for 8th Street. 

‘Don't hit the intersection,’ he says. ‘Hang a left at 6th.’ 
| what he means. If we go barrelling on to 8th, we 
pi conkd draw a lot of attention — that’s US. 41, a main drag ~ 
$ 


E 


but 6th is again a nice quiet residential street. 

So I pushed it on down to about 48th Avenue, and then 
he says, ‘Okay. That's far enough. Ease off.’ And a block 
later he tells me to stop. 

“You did good,’ he says. ‘Just leave everything in the car,’ 

I don't know what to say, That's it?’ 

That's it. Catch yourselves a ride home.’ 

I can't believe it. After what we just done together, he's 
going to dump us in the middie of,no place? Me and 
‘Orlando get out without a word. | don't know about him, 
but my knees feel loose, like I just run five miles. 

Ricardo slides over behind the wheel, and gives us a nod. 
‘See you around,’ he says, and he drives off. 

So me and Orlando started walking, and in the end walked 


T all the way back to our own neighbourhood. 1 didn't want 


no taxi or bus driver remembering later how he picked up 
17 





them? So some joker could over- 
hear us? 
There was nothing in the next day, or on 


“You don't say.’ 
‘Yeah,’ he says. Fucking guy never quits.’ 


into something else, and it didn’t © 
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At the time of the shooting, which was in late September 
1971, George Ramos was twenty years old. His 

Anna Gloria Pineiro rama NR Senne going to 
unior 





—— in Washington, D.C., years before the revolu- 


His family lived there in a rambling old house presided 
over by his Carrie. Raised in New York City, 
gone to Havana at eighteen to marry a Cuban, by 
whom she had a daughter, Margarita, George's mother, and 
two sons, Uncles Francisco and José Daniel, but as the years 
went by, Carrie found the confines of a traditional 


_ she persuaded him at last to give her a divorce and returned 


- with her three children to the United States, where she 


_ Spanish-speaking community, and there they 


‘ 


i 
g 
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~ fatherless at a critical moment in the life of a young Catho- 


married an Irish short-order cook named Wilson Ziegler. 
They made their home in the middle of Washington's small 
all lived to- 
er - ts, the two uncles, Margarita and her 
usband, and, eventually, George. 

Before his first birthday, however, George's parents split 
up. His father's amorous eye had wandered once too often, 
and Margarita divorced him, preferring that to her brothers’ 
solution, which was sudden widowhood, This left George 


lic, but a friend of his Uncle Francisco's now stepped into 
the breach. 
"The kid's got no father,’ said Miguel Garcia-Montalvo, 
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justify it. 
But if still not ready to break the law, he was 
willing to thwart it. As the corner of 8th Street and 
Avenue was to the neighbourhood, so the Yumuri Restaur- 
ant was to the corner — at the heart of the social and busi- 
ness life of the wise-guy fraternity. Then owned and run 
an accommodating saloonkeeper who installed a pool ta 
in the back room and seemed not to notice the card playing 
that went on there day and night, the Yumuri was head- 
quarters for Herman Lamazares, one of the first big-shots to 
surface in the socalled Cuban Mafia. With his partner, 
Eugenio Repol, he ran a flourishing cocaine and m 


en IN Ste DI Pi BO Dae ea On See 
a raid. 


As one man, players and kibitzers rose to their feet and 
fled through the back door, abandoning the money on the 
tables, samples of grass, foiled-wrapped packets of cocaine, 
two guns, and George, who hated to be stampeded into any- 
thing by anybody, least of all by the cops. Without know- 
ing quite why he did it, he gathered up the money, took 
one of the guns, and followed the others at a walk, 
into a run only when the police started to batter 
the door from the bar. They had not seen fit to cover 
back of the building, however, and he escaped easily into 
roce ener the monty ant ae copio 
hollow tree near andoah he 

spain . Junior High, went home 

Next evening, he wrapped the gun and the money;"sqme 
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“genuinely not expected this - George had taken the money, 


not in anticipation of reward or to curry favour, but as a 
gesture of solidarity against the common enemy — he was 
very pleased, but Lamazares shook his head and took it 


‘Wait a minute,’ he said. This is no good, Kid goes home 
with $100? Could be trouble.’ 

‘No, listen,’ said George, in pain. ‘I work. It won't be no 
surprise. | make better than $150 a week.’ 

Yeah?" Lamazares gave him back the $100, Then he took 
the plastic bag from Repol, counted out another hundred, 
and added it to the first. “You're a good kid,’ he said. ‘Ever 
you need anything, you let me know,’ 

The older guys on the corner treated George differently 
after that. In the next day or two, most of them came over 
to pat him on the shoulder and say, ‘I heard.’ 

Uncle Francisco heard too, Instead of a pat on the shoul- 
der, he hit George between the eyes so hard he was out for 
ten minutes. 

It was not for this reason, however, that George turned 
down the offers he now started to get, including one from 
Lamazares, who asked him to run 500 pounds of marijuana 
up to New York. To be a mule — a courier — in the drug 
trade was like being a busboy in the hotel business. Neither 
offered the kind of future he now saw for himself. Waiting 
for it did not come easily, but he knew that opportunity lay 
just around the corner. The word around town was that 
Miguel Garcia had made it big up North. 

George had seen nothing of him since the early summer 
of 1963, the federal government having interrupted his 
godfather's career with concurrent seven-year sentences for 


27 





smugg cocaine and marijuana 
each, Garcia nab aA BEMAR 
at most forms of criminal enterprise. Starting out 
godson as a hotel busboy, he had risen through the 
to room-service waiter, and then to burglar after 
himself to a $7,000 tip for delivering a drink to a | 
less enough to leave his billfold on the dresser while 
a shower, - 

This financed his relocation in New York, where 
worked for a time as a freelance enforcer for Frank Costello. 
But Garcia soon realized there was more money to be made 
from servicing heads than breaking them, and eventually 
moved out West to catch the first tremulous flash of Haight- 
Ashbury's dawn. Convinced he had found his true métier at 
last, he then aimed for a more substantial class of customer 
in Beverly Hills, and became cocaine supplier-in-chief to the 
resident Italian colony. 

Like them, Garcia found life good but boring. To relieve 
the monotony, he stole $100,000 worth of jewellery from 
Lana Turner and took it to a fence he knew in New York 
from his days with Costello. Offered $40,000, take it or 
leave it, he took it, but not before he had the pieces copied — 
with a view to passing the replicas off in Mexico as the real 
thing and, in effect, selling the haul twice, 

Never one to let time hang heavy on his hands, Garcia 
kept in trim with a string of upstate burglaries while wait- 
ing for the fakes to be made, and was arrested twice, Having 
no previous convictions of any consequence, however, he 
made bail on each occasion and took off with the now 
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finished copies for Mexico. There he met up with an old 
friend, Hector Duarte, who promptly a policeman. 
Arrested as an to murder, Garcia bought himself 


accessory 
a head start with the fake jewels, and wound up waist-deep 
in the Rio Grande, caught between the Mexican police on 
the bank behind him and federal agents waiting on the 
American side to arrest him, not for jewel theft, but for 
dope smuggling. 

Sensibly surrendering to the U.S. authorities, he spent the 
next four years on a post-graduate criminal course on 
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years 
tally bumped into his godfather 
corner of 18th Avenue, Garcia looked older, wiser, 


they were both so changed they hardly recognized 
. George had been a boy of eleven the last time 
met, and Garcia a jaunty, black-haired young man 
. In the interval, George had grown up, and his god- 
become the living image of Al Capone — the same 
build, the same grey hair under a light fedora, 
same long vicuña top-coat, and the same scar, from his 
cheekbone to the corner of his mouth. The eyes had 
‚too. An even paler green than George remembered, 
were quite devoid of feeling, or even of interest in what 
saw. 
Garcia had done ‘hard time’ in federal prison, and 
never to give his enemies a second chance. The con- 
who had opened his face with a knife during a yard 
was first punished by having his buttocks cut off and 
then shot dead within days of his release. But there was no 
doubting the pleasure Garcia took in rediscovering his god- 
son after cight years, and George realized that his moment 


cleat 


to encourage him. 

‘Listen,’ he said. “What's the matter with you? You're 
working. Making good money. Drugs is a rough game. You 
don't need it.’ 

George had heard all that from his uncles. 

‘Til tell you what I don't need,” he said. ‘I don't need no- 
body to tell me what 1 don't need. I stayed out because none 
of these people got anything to offer worth my while, But 
I'm going in when the time comes; you can make book on 
that,’ 

"You're going to ruin your goddamn life, thats what 
you're going to do.’ l 

“Yeah? Well, first I'm going to ruin it with a nice home, 
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and a halfway decent set of wheels, and maybe a couple of 
a and ua a a ee 

“Listen, your Uncle Francisco heard you talk like that, 
he'd put a dent in your arse. And. mine, too,’ 

‘Come on, Miguel. What do you say?” 

‘I say you're crazy. You don't know what you're getting 
into. You want money? I'll give you money. It’s worth it to 
me, just to keep your uncle off my back. How much you 
need? Fifteen thousand? Twenty? You figure it out and tell 


me. 

‘Jesus.’ hardly hesitated. “You think I'm 
Pepeo Draag Teod Poxpor ie Dane’ aise ma pint 
got hands. I just figured it would be good to go in with 
but you don’t want me? Okay. Sooner or later, that s 
ac cea de E > 


His godfather wavered. ‘Fucking kids,’ he grumbled. 

George waited expectantly. 

‘Well, if you're prone to do it,’ Garcia said, aiming a 
good-humoured slap at his godson's head, ‘then 1 guess I 
got no choice. | got to play fucking nursemaid.' 

‘Listen, | can take care of myself.’ countered 
7 with a playful left jab. ‘And take care of you, too, 

ve to.’ 

That was in March 1970. Two months later, the Miami 
hotel season ended, and went North as usual — not, 
as his family assumed, to find work in the Catskill resorts, 
but to seek his fortune in the drug trade. 
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two Chileans brought him about 10 kilos of 

ery fifteen days. He paid 

that's about 35 ounces. Then he'd cut 

to make it 20 kilos, and move the whole load at $9,500 or 

$10,000 a crack, In other words, he'd lay out $40,000 to get 

back maybe $200,000, and, after paying expenses, show a 
of around $140,000, Every fifteen days. 

Nice little business. And no trouble. His Chileans de- 
livered in New York. He had a couple of wholesalers who 
took all he could get them. And he didn't even have to use 
his own money. Zack Robinson, a big black dealer in New 
York, was fronting the cash to pay off the Chileans. So, no 
doubt about it — Mikey was doing good. 

He was living up at Riverdale, in the Bronx. 2400 John- 
son Avenue, A blue building. Apartment sK. And when 1 
walked in, I just stopped and took a gulp of breath. | mean, 
my hands really shook, because this was what I'd come for. 

He had a suit of Spanish armour in the hallway, and the 
red carpet was over my ankles. Beautiful. The living room 
was red, too, Red drapes at the window, lined in white, and 
pulled back with silk ropes, so you could see this fabulous 
view across the Hudson River. Big red sofa, curving around 
two walls, and covered in round cushions. Long oak table, 

le, like the rest of the furniture. Fantastic stereo 
set. Exquisite paintings on the walls, 

‘This one is from Madison Avenue,’ he said. ‘Cost me 
$4,000. That one was $3,000. And you see them flowers? 
Fifty bucks. They come in every day and change them. 
Fifty bucks a crack.’ 

‘Man,’ I said, ‘you're living like Caesar.’ 

And he was. Off to the side was the dining room, with a 
balcony, and a beautiful crystal chandelier over the table, 
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and a French lace tablecloth’ and Fabulous. So 
was the bedrooms; Fils witty Bartira ee Siriya ama mE 
Barbara, but her real name was Raquel ~ she 
made him buy a four-poster bed with like a canopy on 
And the bathrooms were all white marbie with black in 
Big bathrooms, with dressing rooms leading off. Hers was 
pink and his was blue. All the towels and sheets had his 
initials on them, and so did the glass doors of the showers. 
Engraved right into the glass there, in a beautiful design. 
Exquisite taste, no doubt about it. He must have had 
$100,000 tied up in that place, not counting his clothes. 
That's what captured me — his wardrobe. There was a walk- 
in closet, about 15 feet long. with maybe thirty custom- 
made suits hanging there. Drawers full of shirts. 
colour, Whatever you could dream of, And on 
side, his sports attire. His light sweaters, his hats — It 
ultra-fantastic, You could not live any better. 

Their daughter, Vicky, who was just a little kid and 
as hell, slept in the other bedroom with the Dominican 
maid. It was pink in there, too. I found out when I told my 

ather I had no place to stay. He told the maid to go 

herself a bed some place else for the next few so 
I could bunk in with Vicky, and that's what I did. kid 
had taken a liking to me, and we had some good times to- 
gether in there. | baby-sat with her when they went out. 

During the day, I looked for an apartment. Mikey w: 
giving me no more arguments about jumping the fence. 
He'd warned me, and I guess he figured I was old enough 
to know my mind. The first night I was there, he filled me in 
on what he wanted me to do, 

‘Look,’ he said. ‘You're new up here. Nobody knows you — 
and that's good. 1 got a lot of stuff spread around with 
people I can’t trust like I trust you, okay? So here's what 
you're going to do, You're going to rent an apartment in a 
nice quiet neighbourhood, and you're going to service my 


‘Sure, Mikey. Anything you say.’ 
“You'll work directly for me, understand? You'll to 
know a few people. but don't tell nobody what youre do- 
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no questions, and don't answer none. You see 
you walk right by me. 
I said, and 1 was kind of disap- 

t sound like much. 
said. "You got a lot to learn. You're a 
do seit quo cad Siles yola a che Dl 
thousand dollars in no time.’ 
felt better right away. Three or four days later, 1 found 
place on 196th Street, right off Broadway and a 
down the hill from the subway at Dyckman 
Street. It was a two-bedroom apartment unfurnished, for 
$125 a month. I told the guy I was up in New York looking 

a big enough for me and my mother, who was 
going to join me later. So | went out, bought a bed, a TV 
set, a g aluminium table, and a six-pack, and moved in. 
night, my godfather drove over with a suitcase full 
tools of his trade. We unpacked a gramme scale, a 
close-mesh strainers, some measuring spoons, 
paddles, bowls and other little utensils, a roll of 
aluminium foil, a bunch of plastic bags, and a Sears bag- 
sealer — the kind you plug into the wall and use for bagging 
up stuff for the freezer. He set all this up on the folding 
table and unloaded a few cans of lactose into the closet. 

"What's that for?" I said. To mix it up with?’ 

‘Til show you tomorrow,’ he said. ‘Don’t go out. I'll be 
over to pick you up sometime. I don't exactly know when.’ 

So back he came next afternoon, and we drove over to 
176th Street and St Nicholas. There's a little park around in 


F 


there some place, right next to a swimming pool, and that's 
_ where we meet Frank Gregory. Frank's working for my god- 

father. He's a Puerto Rican, and a noble guy. We get to 
_ know each other pretty good. Anyway, he points out this 


tl — ⸗ 


bearded pen sitting on a bench. 

‘Okay, ey says. He goes over to talk to the guy, who 
gives him a little brown paper bag, and takes off. Mikey 
comes back and hands me the bag. 

‘Frank will drive you,’ he says. Take-this home and stash 
it. Stay there. I'll see you later,’ 

On the way back, I'm remembering what my godfather 
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You got your eye stuff 
that? If they stepped on it already, the shit they cut it with 
don't shine. But you still need more, so let me show you a 


oor pipire de ‘It still looks good.” 
“Yeah, But here's a way to make sure.’ 

He puts another pinch of the stuff on a piece of tinfoil 
and heats it from underneath with a match. 

‘Don’t burn I ee ee ice 
The coke'll fume right off and a stain, see? With pure 
coke, it’s a very light yellow. So the darker the stain, the 
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seen better, but I figure we can . 
hit this one-on-one, Make it a full kilo.’ 

And he shows me how to do it, First, we empty out the 
coke on the table and spread it around with a piece of 
plastic. Then he gets me to pick out the rocks — lumps of 
solid cocaine — and put them aside in a bowl. Next, we 
weigh out an equal amount of lactose, 500 grammes, 


AREA tne A O 
mixing. We flip it over and over with the plastic 


And keep it low, so you don't lose none. That's pure stuff.’ 
So 1 do that, stir again, dust the mixture with the other 
big rocks, and stir some more. 
"Now just throw those little rocks back in there and 
spread them around even,’ he tells me. ‘Customers go 
over rocks. They figure that's proof it's dynamite stuff.’ 
And now we're finished. We bag the mixture up as two 
half kilos and seal them off with the bag-sealer. That's not 
just to keep the moisture out. It impresses the dealers, even 
those who ought to know better. They see a sealed bag and 
think it comes like that from South America. When they 
find out later the stuff's been cut, they figure the Indians 
did it. To them, Mikey's just the middle man, turning the 
stuff over as it comes, for a quick profit. And they don't 
care, anyway. There's enough money in this for everybody. 
‘Okay,’ he says. ‘Now you know what you got there? 
That's $10,000 - to us. To the dealer? Forget it. Man, if he 
sells that stuff in ounces just the way it is, he can get 
$50,000 for it easy. But he's not going to. He's going to cut 
that shit another two, three times. He's going to make that 
one key into maybe four or five keys; and then he's going 
to sell $10 caps for $75, maybe $100 a gramme, Now that's 
money. That's $300,000 at least. Maybe half a million,’ 


35 





: 


clean my 

nalia, and simply walk away. 

Suddenly the gun's my best friend. After that, when 1 
went to the door, 1 always had it with me. 1 also it 
on the street a of times — without the . if 
you get caught with a gun in New York, well, that's not 
good news. But if it's got a silencer on it, then it’s goodbye 
for twenty years. 

Anyway, for now the apartment's clean, and I got noth- 
ing to do, So most evenings | went over to Mikey’s place to 
eat with them, and a couple of times Frank Gregory came 
by to pick me up for a 
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around. He's a happy-go-lucky 


. I must have played with that money for about two hours, 


when she comes 


me see you do the tests.’ 

the tests, and it looks a lot like the half 

key we'd worked on before. 
, Pretty good stuff,’ I says. ‘I figure we can hit this one-on-* 
- one like last time.’ 
"Okay. Then hit it,’ he says. ‘I got to go.’ 

- I grew an inch right there. The big time, at last! Left 
- alone with stuff worth maybe a million dollars by the time 
At hit the street — I was all excited. When Barbara stopped 
by next morning, she picked up four chubby half-kilo bags 
of the best-cut cocaine in all New York City. 
A few hours later, Miguel showed up. 
"Tim not staying,’ he says, ‘I just want to give you this.’ 
He hands me a paper bag. It feels like money. He'd given 
me a couple of hundred a week so far, but that was just for 
_ expenses. | want to look inside, but he grins like he knows 
_ what's in my mind, so I just thank him and put it on the 
- table 


“You did a good job," he says. 

‘Hey, I told you. I'm going to give you the best I got.’ 

‘Okay. I'll be back later, and we'll go for a ride.’ 

The second that door closed, I looked in the bag, and my 
hands went cold. It was money all right. Oh, my God. 
_ Fifties, Hundreds. Enough to choke a horse. Oh, my God, 
This was what it was all about. I'd never seen so much, 
There was $5.000. I counted it three times to make sure, 
That was about the same as I'd put on my tax return for a 
whole year's work as a busboy. 


me 


$e 


* 
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*You got your piece with you?’ 
'No.' Sd eee ee ee 
to 


Okay. So | figure he'll tell me what he wants to tell me in 
his own good time. We get over onto Riverside Drive, head- 
ing downtown, and at about 96th Strect, he jerks his head 
at a hotel there as we go by. 

‘They busted my Chilean; he says. ‘Right there. in that 


"Your connection?’ 
Right there.’ 


E ar a E ri A 


leave us?" 
He gives me a look. I'm not supposed to ask questions. ‘It 
leaves us out a connection,’ he says. ‘And out $260,000." 
— pb ia e: 
‘And I know who did it to me,’ “Umberto 
You know him ?* i p 
‘No.’ 


“Well, remember the name, Because I'm going to feed that 


scumbag his arse when I catch him.’ 
I knew how he felt. I was ready to hold the guy down 
` 
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it. We drove around some more, da then 
— — colar. 
Now he starts to brighten up. ‘Don't worry,’ he says. ‘So 


| MI find another connection. We'll get back up there. 


i 


I know a few people. And 1 still got a few kilos 


Right. 
here and there. We're in good shape.’ 
"Yeah, 


dropped me on 196th Street, I went straight 
checked on the money. 
we both felt better. He came around early 
all day. He'd be back later with some 
that afternoon he showed up wearing a 
three kilos in a black hold-all He 
of lactose, which was enough, with the 
from last time, to cut the three keys into 
up. Not bad. We're still in there 
‘That night, he came back, all smiles, to collect 
ve half-kilo bags I had ready for him, and off he 


— nothing. Day after that · nothing. Not a word. 
the apartment, figuring Barbara might give me a 
hat's cooking — no answer. Third day — still noth- 
vanished. And now I am a little worried. 
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So is Frank Gregory. He comes around that night, wear- 
ing his piece. With the silencer. 
"You heard from * he sa 


low star nota Ja commotion,” I says. “You think 


i he's caught?’ 


Frank shakes his head. “He's allowed a call. We'd a-heard. 
What cise did he tell you?’ 
"What else? Well, he said he was out like a quarter of a 


‘Right. And did he tell you a hundred thousand of it 
wasn't his?’ 


‘Oh, Jesus. 
He says, "Zack Robinson fronted him the money. When 
9 





three y : 
Now L know Why De't crar Pin Ran DEA eR e ¿de he says, Pull up a chair You guys eaten 
this guy Zack,’ I says. ‘Before we a little run over there.” 7, f > 
"Well, he's big. Got a lot of power. Owns a place called... hope you choke, goddammit” I says, "We been break- 
de Turmmtahle down sound 
“Then let's go.’ "Why? What's the matter? 
‘No, wait,’ he says. “We got to do this right. If Zack does l nl co RO ; 
x S 4 » pretty funny. “Noth he 1 
; j p Mikey relaxes. 'Me and Barbara took off for a couple 
fests E Sia, poy OO OAIE ott a AR meta ie aa POR madada break 
| : ith eu, next , give us a break," I says. ‘Tell us 
bit, and in those days he are hours club I you're leaving. Here we are, ready to blow Zack Robinson 
l 


y, and you're off on your fucking honeymoon.’ 

“Zack? he says, and he's not laughing. 

"Yeah, Zack. I know the whole goddamn story now — 
bout the money you owe him and everything. And you 


three days and we think it's got something to do with : 
money he owes Zack, Willie just sticks a gun in his belt and LEE TOR De or 
ollows us out to the Buick. 

First we checked the bars Mikey used to hang out in. No. ee asa Jo ae he says. ‘Zacks my 


Nobody had seen him. And the more places we tried, the ‘Hell, no. I'm going to tell him what we're going to-do? 


we 
touchier it got. Maybe Zack iced him. the hell for? — 
He wants his money. Then he’s been snatched. We [First time we see him, we're going to spill his brains for 


don't 
know that for sure. Well, either way, we got to lock horns Pin steamin 
A f g- And | guess Miguel sees | really was wor- 
with this guy. Wait. We got a couple more places vet. ried about him, because he treats me warm, and in the end 
round the 1 calm down. Meanwhile, he's finished eating, so we drive 


up to their apartment, and now it turns into a party to 
When we reached Victor's Café at 71st and Columbus, I ‘celebrate he's still in one piece. He brings out the coke, and 


was ready to declare war on Zack, New York, and the "just to show there's no hard feelings, | take a snort — al- 


ed sey! 
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federal government. But the first person I see on the side- "though I don't like drugs, and they don't do much for me. 
A a ee Then he's telling me all about Zack, and how tight they 
Al AR to ast — gave him a load deal two years before this, when 
him a load worth credit and 
“Who? Mike?" she says. And then I see the son of a bitch te one diyi Inter. sts SC e — 
Beron di window, sitting there calin as yaa Tka; ati “it’s-always been like that’ he says. ‘I trust him and he 
his goddamn dinner. -trusts knows l'm good for it.’ - 


me. He 
"You could have told me that up front,’ I says. But it's 


to laugh. N okay. Now we understand each other. And after another 
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cope of or. Wile says hes got to ge back and mind 
store. . i 
So Frank and me dropped him off at his club and took a 


run back downtown. It was late, but we didn't feel like go- 


ing to bed after all the excitement. I wanted to see what — 
in the Village, and we were cruising down — 


Fifth Avenue when Frank suddenly stopped the car. 


There's that rat-fink Alexander,’ he says. 'He owes us 


Mikey was drinking coffee. 
‘So what's the strategy going to be?’ I says. 


money.’ ‘Well,’ he says, ‘I given it a lot of thought, and it still 
Okay. Nothing wrong with mixing a little business and 't sound to w 't 

* — ay eae as eee eal ari me. I'm pretty sure Zack wouldn't do 
to say, 's craw l "You can't make book on “pretty sure”,' I says. 

‘Man, you got to tell Mikey this ain't no rip-off or noth- Right. So we got to clear this up. We can't take for 
ing. I just had a little trouble collecting the money. You ted that the rumour's true, and just go out and kill 
know how these punks are. But I'll get it — you tell him, him. And we can't take for granted that its not true, and 
man. | just need a little time, but I'm good for it. He knows just go about our business, So the only thing to do is con- 
that. front this man. Right? Confront him as the man I know 

And on and on he goes with the usual bullshit. Frank — him to be. As the friend I consider him to be. And that's 
leans on him a little bit, but I'm not really listening. Until what I'm g to do. Tonight.’ 
the guy says, ‘Hey, I hear Mikey's got troubles, too. That "What t us?’ says Frank. 
right? They say Zack Robinson put some money on his | "Yon come along for the ride: 
head. “With guns?” 

So now I turn around and look at him, and Frank grabs | "We got to be ready either way,’ he says, "You better get 
him by the jacket. _ Willie as well. 

"They?" he says. "What they? Who told you that?" So Frank goes off to check with Willie, and my godfather 


sits quiet for a minute. Then he says, "What do you think?" 


on your head, you got to think twice. 


hell wasn't Zack Robinson. 

"Well, I tell you what,’ Mikey says. ‘It’s too late tonight. 
] got to figure this out before we take any steps. So go hit 
the sack, and be back here tomorrow. Around ten o'clock.’ 


It was about 3 a.m. when Frank dropped me off at my 
‘ 
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‘It's a decision of dignity,’ I says. "You consider this man 
your friend. You're doing it like you should. But since you 
ask me, why didn't you move those six keys to him?’ 

‘I need the capital. I got other things planned. He'll get 
his money.’ 

‘Sure. You're not trying to rip him off, I know that,’ I says. 
"But does he know it? What would you do if somebody 
owed you a hundred thousand, and he's telling you he don't 
have the money, and then you hear he's moved six keys 
some place else? You'd dust him off — that's what you'd 
do." * 

‘What makes you so sure Zack heard about it?" he says, 

"What makes you so sure he didn't?" 
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y t care 
how brave you are — when you're going up against a 
Sho Gan KUE you, der mor le antes out dol OO 


me up there in about an 
we'll go on down to the Turntable and get this 


Another hour to kill. That's just what I don't need. 

case of the butterflies now. | mean, this could 

O Apus EET e 

ike that. And Frank's restless, too, so 

around Riverdale. None of us know what 

ves into here. This guy Zack is no pushover — 

t from what told me. He's not as big as 

tthews, Who is? But he's got a lot of 

and it don't take more than one from one 

put you on your arse. ; 
twenty minutes of eight, we start on down the 

Highway toward Victor's Café. Frank's 
I'm next to him, and Willie's in the back. We're not hurry- 
tuned 
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this in the same instant. The wheel kicks, and we slam into 
the goddamn wall. Frank fights it, hits the gas to go after 
the mother-fuckers, and we start to burn tyres. Willie gets 
off a shot, but now the goddamn car's either lurching all 
or dragging along the wall in a shower of 


a 
a 


I waited for a gap in the traffic and got out to take a look 
— ale bad vara Die meshed apc 
Frank's side, the steering looked okay, and the motor was 
still running. But | couldn't get over that little hole in the 
O Mae pe liar atest 

stan 
‘So what do we do now?" says Frank. "We got to warn 

$ 


"We jack the son of a bitch up and change the wheel,’ I 


says. 

We got to Victor's about fifteen minutes late. Barbara 
was waiting for us on the sidewalk, and 1 just turned over 
inside, 

“Where's Mike?’ 

‘He's gone to Zack’s,' she says. “He'll meet you down 


Frank hits his head, and now she sees the damage to the 


car. 
‘Oh, Jesus,’ she says. “What's the matter? What hap- 
e T O er ee 


‘Go home,’ I says. ‘I'll call you.’ 
Five minutes later, Frank parks about fifty feet away 


from the Turntable. There's a black guy standing outside. 


pad 


That's Billy Fair,’ Frank says. ‘Zack's lieutenant. He 
knows me.’ 

‘Son of a bitch don't know me,’ 1 says. 

‘Or me,’ says Willie. 

‘Okay. Then here’s what we do. Me and Willie take a 
little walk. Frank stays in the car, and Willie hangs back in 
case of trouble. I'll come up around behind the bastard, and 
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and call his name. We'll see what he does. He goes for a > 


Not nervous, but like I'm on a hair trigger, ready to explode 
at a touch, And I like it. 1 like the feeling. 

I get out of the car and walk up very casual, Willie fol- 
lows me. I hear him. I hear everything. And when I'm about 
ten feet away, Frank calls out, “Hey, Billy.’ 

Billy starts to turn, and that throws the switch. 1 pull the 
piece and jam it into his side, 

‘Don’t even breathe.’ 


“No problem, brother,’ he says. ‘No problem, I'm yours.’ 
There's a flight of steps leading down into 
the point, and it gets pretty toward the bottom. 


‘Okay, we're going down,’ I says. ‘Slow and easy. Try 
funny, and you're dead.’ 
brank bod Willie are with me sow. bal thert’s spas 
wrong here. Something about this guy tells me he don't 
know nothing. If my people have started a war, when some- 
body calls my name on the street I'm not just going to turn 
around casually to see who it is. 
deine what's going on, man?’ says Billy, “What are you 
?’ 
Frank hs Mi ahondar, an he cables down a ONA 
of stairs. 


"Walk, you cocksucker, The four you tried to put into us 
- that’s whats going on,’ 

At the bottom of the stairs, off to the side, there's a door 
to the office. Frank's been here before. 


‘Man, I don’t know what you're talking about,’ says 


Billy. 
I put the gun to his neck, and he shuts up. Prank and 
Willie each take a side of the door, and 1 knock, 
well behind Billy. If there's any shooting, he gets it first. 
The music's loud, even out here, and I can't hear 
nothing inside. But then suddenly the door - and my 
godfather steps back, with three guns in his face. 
What the Suck?" he:says: He'e got a dunk in Ringed. 
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him, Zack's sitting at his desk with a bottle of 
. He also looks startled. 

1” he says, "What the fuck's going on?" 
I let out my breath and put the piece away. "Walk on 
brother,’ I say to Billy Fair. ‘I guess we could all use a 


SERE 


rt do ee 
what the hell is this all about?’ 


Mewe I says. ‘It's a long story.’ 
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big money and had been trying to get them off his back by 
bragging about the heavy protection nn from his 
black and Puerto Rican connections, who liked the quality 
of his stuff, As soon as he heard this, Gregory realized that 
the Mob's enforcers, on seeing him in the Buick with Cox 
and George, had probably assumed that they were the pro- 
tection Fraticelli had been talking about, and let fly. As 
there was a real danger of this happening again, Gregory at 
once warned Garcia, who in turn passed word to the Mob 
through his friend Sonny Pinto that none of his people had 
any connection with Fraticelli or any interest in what hap- 
pened to him. 

After that, there was no more excitement, but Garcia was 
tired of New York, anyway. He $15,000 as his 
end of the six-kilo deal, and told him he was leaving for 
Puerto Rico, 

‘The dope is finished,’ he said. ‘I ain't got left. I 
could get stuff from a of friends, but I want no part 

- of these sons of bitches. We got to find a new hunting 


available in southern Florida were already at wholesale 
prices. As a wholesaler himself, Garcia was looking for 
someone to replace his busted Chilean — a reliable South 

source from whom he could buy in bulk — and 


American 
| for this he had to go farther south, in company with other 
would-be Cuban importers and a horde of middle-class 
American tourists hoping to finance their vacations, get 
their teeth fixed, or send their kids to private schools by 
means of a little cocaine smuggling on the side. For the pro- 


Robinson liked this explanation, too, al 
professed his amazement that anyone 
that Garcia was capable of getting rid 
to believe rather that the incident h 
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_ fessional dealer like Garcia, it was hard to say which repre- 
rival Cuban group who wanted him to kill Garcia—and that sented the bigger nuisance: the rush of recruits into the 
was not impossible either. pesan Mafia or the romantic amateurs tracking up the 

Then Gregory ran into a former of Fraticell's Caribbean supply lines with their powerboats and home- 
and discovered that his tion was the right one. made, false-bottom suitcases. 
SACRE Wa La DAR ENE ND EO MON The U.S. market for cocaine, now said to be worth $8 
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southern United States without raising a blip on anybody’s 
screen — and that any competent peine as te 
same. 

By the mid-sixties, cocaine — the status drug; the jet-set, 


hacen, A popiet Pop SEE 


s, fashion and media, East Hampton, 
Tahoe drug of choice; the intellectual and creative 
cool, chic, groovy black and white drug for people moving 
up from grass or down from speed — was pouring onto the 


American market in quantities large enough to support at 


f 


the vast 
South American connections, had simply not allowed them 
to get into it. 

The Mob had tried, of course. George Ramos had heard 
the stories, and seen it 


short-change him on the price. Who needs that? 
thing you know, they got an Italian cutting the 
there, Then they got Italians cultivating it over 
fore you know what's happening, the Italians 
the whole goddamn thing. So why do business with people 
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who move in on you like that? With the Cubans, the South 
Americans can do business with people who speak their own 
language, who pay a fair price and don't muscle in. 

‘So now who are the Cubans going to deal with? It's the 
same thing at the wholesale level. The Italians are Latins, 
sure, but it's a different story with them. You don't know 
what their intentions are. So we deal with our own people 
when we can, in Miami and New York. Or with Puerto 
Ricans. We got a good relationship there because of the 
language, and anyway, Puerto Rico is a good stepping stone 
for us in the Caribbean. 

Then there's the blacks. That's the real market, The 
blacks use more dope than anybody, but you don't see 
Italian pushers no more in Harlem or Bed-Stuy, Not healthy, 
The blacks run the streets now, and look after their own, 
That's how guys like Frank Matthews got to be so big. He'll 
buy from Italians, sure, but when it comes to cocaine — and 
he loves cocaine — the Italians don't got the stuff. We got it. 
So the blacks deal with us. And guys like Frank and Zack 
Robinson — if he takes a liking to you, you can't beat a 
black as a business associate. Honest. Easygoing. Give his 
life for you. The blacks and Cubans who deal together 

ly get on well. When you hear different, it's usually 
those who are out of it. They're jealous of the money 
being made.’ 

With heroin, it was much the same story. A lot of the 
Mob's street-level business had already gone, either aban- 
doned because the risks were disproportionate to the profit, 
or undermined by an ethnic mismatch between and 
user. And although the Italians still held an entrenched 
position in the movement of bulk shipments, akin to the 
Cubans’ grip on cocaine, they were being forced by circum- 
stance to cede some of this wholesale business, too. They 
now needed the Cubans’ supply routes. 

The traditional ports of entry for European heroin — New 
York, Boston, Montreal, Philadelphia — were still in business, 
but since the French Connection busts.in 1962, getting really 
big loads through had proved difficult and dangerous, The 


- advantage of having only one customs checkpoint to pass 
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was in her second year at junior high before he 
ing her there every day and picking her up in 


But by this time she was going to school 
from seven until about midday and then 
to Coral Gables, She had a part-time 


clothes in Maggie's Boutique. And buying 
owner on the Miracle Mile knew Anna. 
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Anyway, pretty soon I'm collecting 
every morning, driving her down to 
60 
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Those two lunatics shot up his house, and he paid. 

I also made a couple of investments myself. I fronted 
$5,000 to a friend, a gambler, very good with cards, to set 
up a little casino in his apartment. He figured he could make 
maybe five, six hundred a day, and he was right. Once he 
got started, he kicked back $500 a week of what he owed 
me, plus two, three hundred for my trouble. And, around 
Christmas, 1 got a licence and went into the painting busi- 
ness with another friend. Laid out $1,400, brought in a guy 
with a spray machine, and the three of us painted a hotel 
over on the corner of sth Street and Ocean Drive in Miami 
Beach. $4,500 contract. Four or five days’ work. Came out 
of it with "spooning and ready for more. So I could wait. 
There was coming in. I was getting serious with 
Anna now, and the weeks were going by. 

Then one night — it must have been the end of February — 
I was standing on the corner, and I saw my godfather drive” 
by, real slow. ‘Hey, Miguel!’ E-23 

‘Hey,’ he said. ‘Get in. I been looking for you.’ 

Right away, I knew that nothing was going on. He was 
down. He told me he had just blown into town and bor- 
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rowed the car to come find me. ‘So how are you doing?’ 

Fine, 1 said. "You know - ticking over. How about you? 
How are things in San Juan?’ 

‘Slow,’ he said. ‘Very slow. I figure I can do better here.’ 

‘Yeah? What about the jewellery store?’ 

‘Got rid of it.’ 

‘Uh-huh.’ There was a dent in the budget right off. ‘How's 
Barbara and the kid?’ 

They're staying,’ he said, which wasn't what I had asked 
him. But something told me to leave it there. He said it like 
they had broken up. 

ae) pane pan ey San ee 
I said. ‘Out in 

ge tras all tan went 

ee tke aden or 
car? Then I'll come on over in mine and pick you 

Thad a 3966 Pontiac GTO ee. the thee. and ¢ kuew MU 
to go — 1611 Biarritz Drive — because I'd left the Riviera 
there with his mother, Victoria Montalvo, when 1 got back 
from New York. So I drove over, and we went bar-hopping. 
O a E 
who had a contact with the Frenchmen. 

Aladdino. For two days we checked out the bars around 
Miguel was ready to give up, 


doing?’ 
62 Er 


His name was 


de A a en - ee Na 


said. “That scumbag cost 


"Here's what you do,’ he said. ‘He wants to deal? Okay. 
Go set up a meet. Find out where he's staying, and make it 
there. Then come back and tell us. We'll wait for you in the 


"And listen. Make it good. Take your time. Get a few 
drinks down him, okay? And if you see Aladdino up there, 
don't say nothing. You never saw me.’ 

As soon as he had gone, Miguel looked at me, “You in? 
This is the cocksucker I told you about. When my Chilean 
aaa daara? Tida Js hotak cd thet aet Up br 

‘T guess so. Sure.’ 

That wasn't good enough. ‘He owes you, he said. “You 
et thousand, right? Without him, it could have 

two hundred thousand.’ 

‘Okay,’ I said. ‘I'm in.’ 

The guy came back about an hour later. "He's staying at 
Inn, up by 42nd Avenue there. He wanted to 


aN, 


I still had the pipe my godfather had given me in New 
York, but first we drove over to Victoria's house to fetch 
his — a -32. I didn't want to go running around over there 
with a gun on me because the Miami Beach police are very 
tacky. They snatch and stop you for no reason. And I 


wasn't about to use my own wheels on this deal either, so 


63 





after we got back to my grandmother's y on 18th 
sor oO ics eis cease eee 
while we went to find another car, 


A fat guy I knew - we called him El Gordo — used to work 
at Trail at SW 8th and 32nd Avenue, and I remem- 
bered him me one time that the service departmen 
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got to do. I keep telling myself how much this bas- 
cost me. I'm inside the gate. I could be rich by now. 
the hell — let's get it over with. Miguel starts in 


The guy looks up, looks down again. He's not interested. 
He's wearing a tan suit. | got my hand on the pipe, but just 
before I pull it, something tells me, make sure your way out 
is clear, And as I look back over my shoulder I see a car 
and a quick glow of green_on the side, like 
fluorescent letters. Holy Jesus. 

‘No, no,’ I says, and Miguel does an about-face, pu 
oot rat Doesn't hesitate. He just turns around 

back the way he came, with me right behind him. 

The guy had looked up when I called out, and he's still 
looking at me as I go on by. And all I can think of is, you 
lucky son of a bitch. 

"What the hell was that?" says Miguel, when I catch up 
with him by the car. 


But next day we ran into Aladdino and didn't have time, 
blew town, and about a year later we heard he'd been 
in Spain, 

By morning, my godfather had cooled off anyway. And 

en he heard what Aladdino had to say, it was strictly 

business before pleasure. Aladdino had been a burglar, and 
was always up to something, but he didn't deal in drugs. 
‘Hey, Miguelito” he says. ‘I got you this contact. A 

Frenchman. A real solid contact.’ 

‘Hey, Aladdino,’ says my godfather. That's great, man, 

So what do you want for it?’ - 


"Well, listen — you tell me. Narcotics is not my bag.’ 
‘Okay. You want 1 should cut you in, right?’ 
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"You play it by the book with this guy,’ says Carlos, ‘and 


he can make you a lot of money.’ 

Miguel's not too happy with that. ‘I always play by the 
book,” he says. ‘Aladdino knows. If this does the same 
with us, then maybe we can make him a few dollars, too.’ 


A bia 
can spend the night here. If that suits you?” 

It suited. Jean-Pierre showed next morning at ten 
Delon, only older, He 


minutes, and then he left. i 
NEL Ta MA RA A — 
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sample. He'll front us three of at $9,000 a key.” 
Rice wun abi rin, ad = * 
"No, nothing. It’s a little expensive, but it's here - and no 
money up front.* 
‘How about that? Looks like Aladdino did it for us." 
‘Pulled one right out of his lamp,’ he says, ‘If it's pure, 
we can cut that stuff, make it six, and drop them at $15,000 
a key without no trouble at all.’ 
I made that a profit of $60,000 plus. And so far, all it had 
cost was a few tankfuls of gas. 
‘Sounds like a winner. Where we going to do it?’ 
Not in Carlos's apartment, he soon made that clear, The 
tna Jean-Pierre delivered the stuff, we had to haul arè 
wi 
‘Okay. How about Zack Robinson?" I says. 
‘No.’ And Miguel's down my throat. ‘For now, I don't 
want nobody to know I'm in New York. Not Zack. Not no- 
ur rr 

y, okay.’ It didn't seem right to me, but I figured he 
knew what he was k 
Jean-Pierre came back with the sample around five that 

and we ran it over to some apartment house in 
Brooklyn. 1 didn't like riding around in a car with a Florida 
tag — the narcs are not dumb — but renting one would have 
been risky, too. We just had to sweat it out for twenty-four 
hours, until the deal went down, 
Most of them seemed to go by while I waited outside in 
the car for Miguel. When he came back, he was all excited. 
‘Dynamite stuff,’ he said. ‘We're in business. The shit is 
fantastic.’ 
We took delivery from Jean-Pierre next day at 2 p.m. 
Three sealed plastic packs in a Pan Am flight bag. 
"You want to weigh it?’ he says. 
* “Weigh it?" Miguel sounded shocked, like the idea never 
occurred to him. “Why? Is it short?’ 
Jean-Pierre smiles, and shakes his head. "You want to test 
it? Make sure it's like the sample?" - 
That's not the way 1 do business,’ says Miguel. There's 
wrong, you'll hear from me,’ 
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Ninety thousand cash is a lot to come up with in 
a day. He was back around nine. everything packed 
up, ready to leave. 

‘Okay,’ he said. “Let's take a little drive.” 


where we were. It could have been around St Marks 
or Prospect Place, near Brower Park. Anyway, we stopped at 
another tenement, and he went inside, leaving the stuff with 
me in the car. I locked the doors and kept my piece handy, 
just under the seat. 

Ten minutes later, he comes out with a couple 
guys, which is unusual in this neighbourhood, One of them 
is carrying an attaché case. Miguel gives me a nod, so I wind 
down the window and pass out our grocery 
six keys. The two guys check it out. If they make a 


says. 
I knew what was coming. One of us was going to have to 
money, and it didn't take a genius to figure 
out who, For safety, we checked into a double room, and 
sure enough, as soon as he had cleaned up, he helped him- 
self to a wad of bills from the attaché case and left me alone 


God knows what he'd paid for them, but it was worth it, 
Hell, there was as much action around the ring as inside it. 
I never saw so many decked-out dudes. As the green ch 
hands in those first dozen rows, they twinkled with 
monds like sun on the sea. There was one big black guy in 
a long white mink coat. I didn't know him, but | was going 
to. It was Frank Matthews. 

We got back to our room pretty late. 

‘Can't top that,’ said Miguel. ‘We'll get our arse out of 
here in the morning.’ 

That was good news, Me and Anna had been talking about 


- moving in together, and | didn't want to be away too long. 
_ “What about the Frenchman?" 1 said. 


bag with the © 
dumb 


move, they'll never know what hit them. But then they — 


hand my godfather the attaché case, and he gets in the car. 


‘He's paid. I took a run over there while you were shop- 
out Leighton's men's store. You got room in the trunk 
all those fucking boxes?’ 

‘So 1 bought a couple of suits, like you told me.’ 

Yeah. Look, I got something for you.’ And he gave me a 


- shoe box full of money. 


‘So what do you know?" he says. “We're in the money. 


Let's get out of here.” 
"Yes, sir,’ 1 says. “Next stop, Miami.’ 
‘You kidding? Next stop, Howard ÍA 
68 
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“What the hell's this?’ a 
That's like $40,000, he said. ‘Give or take a thousand 
for your fucking suits.’ 
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*You mean, pal an Se rot We'd had a few 

sure. 
‘That's your end of the deal, right?’ x 
‘Oh, shit I said. ‘I never expected nothing like that. Hey, 


Miguel. 

‘No, you earned it,’ he said. ‘All that waiting around and 
everything? Hell, no - it's yours. And that ain't nothing, not 
— cid ¿a Dd wean 

I put the m » 

dle Ama. Thon Was 2 cer GE vol with her dial di 
them, and these two angels, male and female, made out of 
white china, They were in a beautiful French frame, and 


other got 


and stretched out on the bed, 
thinking what I would do with the money. ; 
‘Can I ask you something?’ I said. ‘Why didn't we sell 
that shit to Zack Robinson?’ 
My godfather never liked to be questioned, and he gave 
the eye. “You're getting a little smart for your pants 


me 
de No, Curious? Yes. You sell him the six keys - 
e price and everything — and then he can turn around 
and make money on them, same as these people. 1 don't 
get it.’ 

"Who asked you? I got my reasons.” 


í 


i 


‘Hell, no. Not all of it.’ 
"What, then? Is ten thousand going to make a difference? 
You want we should owe him ninety grand instead of a 


hundred?’ 

‘No. If it was up to me," I said, ‘I'd give him thirty, and 

fifteen back for each of us.’ 

‘That's bad business. Thirty don’t mean nothing to Zack. 
Seventy thousand, a hundred thousand — it's all the same to 
q WI AN Re Pee ere 
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“Okay, 1 just don't like to owe the guy, that's all.’ 

‘TU take care of Zack, don't worry about it. 
comes through once, he'll come again. Nice clean 
No problems either way. That's how these Frenchmen 
business.’ 
didn't seem right to me, but I'm going to quar- 
with a guy who just gave me $30,000? Next morning we 
for Miami. 
After that, Anna kept me busy for a while, making up for 
e wasn't too crazy about my godfather even 
he by to pick me up, it was always, 
behind,’ and I couldn't tell her what we were 
came by a few nights later and said I had 
go, well, that just lit her fuse. And when I told her later 
that I was going to have to give her a break for a few 
days, 1 had business to attend to, she went up like a god- 
damn skyrocket. I was lucky to get out of there with my 
arse in one piece. 

But my — was setting up the next deal. He'd 

the Frenchman was weighing in with an- 

other three kilos, this time through his associates in 


‘Got a buyer?’ I said, and Miguel just looked at me. 
Next day, we drove out to the airport to meet Henry Mor- 


- gan. "Who's Henry Morgan?’ | asked him. 


‘He's the buyer.’ Miguel always gave out information like 
it was gold nuggets. ‘Black guy from Detroit.’ 

So I guess I expected another one of those skinny, jive-arse 
dudes in silver lamé pants like I'd seen at the fight, because 


_ I really wasn't ready for this strong, light-skinned, good- 
_ looking guy who came off that Delta flight dressed like a 
_ Wall Street banker. Henry Morgan was big-time - no doubt 


4 


about it. As sure of himself as a middleweight champ. And 
right behind him came his bodyguard, Johnny. 
ae ee to Victoria Montaos house, where 
my a now a separate little apartment at the 
back. Then we sat around a while talking the usual bullshit, 
— sd: ‘So all right, Mikey. What am I doing 
?’ 
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"Well, I'll tell you,’ he said. ‘You just flew in to buy six 
kilos of horse.’ 


“You know, Georgie,’ he said, ‘cops in this don't 
usually hassle people with money, so you know what I did? 
Tae’ taardeductlide.- And: there ain’ molod pala 

s tax there ain't to 
told him 1 didn anyway. Henry 

I told Í ‘t think they would, A was 
also a Black Panther, and a black belt in karate, 

So, after a night on the town, we jumped in the car next 

That’s when 


morning 
the hurricane hit, Hurricane Anna. She was going bya the 
72 
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bus when she spotted my car. So she got off, and came in 
there at aboùt seventy-five miles an hour. 
‘This is how busy you are?’ And she looks at Henry like 


"We still got to eat,’ I says, trying to warn her by my 
tone of voice, This is Henry, Henry, meet Anna.’ 
He stands up, but now to her he's suddenly invisible. ‘If 


‘Shove your breakfast,’ she says, and Henry sits down 
again, eyes open wide. 

“Whew !' he says. 

She won't eat nothing, or even take a cup of coffee. She 
just stands there, ta her foot and breathing hard, but 


anyway. 


‘Look,’ I says. ‘I'm tied up. Me and Henry got things to do. 
I'll drop you off downtown.’ 
‘Don't do me any favours,’ she says, and comes along 


anyway. Henry tries to be nice to her, but she don’t want 
to know. She's still bent all out of shape. 
‘Listen, I'm to call you this afternoon,’ 1 tell her as 


she gets out, and slam goes that door. 


A AA A 
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on 12th Avenue and Flagler. Barbarito was a 


Henry watches her go, shaking his head. "Wow!" he says, 
and he flips his fingers like he just burned them. ‘Man, you 
got yourself a hell of a Cuban spitfire there. Shit! What did 
you do to that woman?’ 

"Would you believe — nothing?’ 

‘Shit,’ he says. “You got to get me one of them.’ 

But we didn’t have time. When we got back to the hotel, 
there was a message from Johnny saying he was coming in 
at four. So now we had to find Miguel. 1 called Victoria 
Montalvo, and she said he was over at Barbarito's. I should 


have known. My godfather, who was hung up on voodoo, 


spent a lot of time with Barbarito Arrechea in his pet shop 
ero, a high 
priest — not the Spanish-style voodoo they santeria, but 
the real heavy Haitian kind. Santeria is based on the Catho- 
lic saints and the Virgin, but Barbarito messed with the 


73 





g 
a 


EE 
ERE $ 


“Oh, shit,’ I said. How much you got there?’ 

Johnny said, ‘$125,000, - 

I sat down beside it. 

"You want to stash that, or take it with 7 

wanted to know, — 
‘Better we keep an eye on it,’ Henry said. "When are 

going to make the buy?’ = 

"Well, I got to go see these 
Four 


i 


8 
i 
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grandmother’s. | 


brought down a -38 Smith & Wesson 
kept 


in my room there, and shoved it under 


Miguel-off, we didn't hear from him 
until about ten o'clock that night, He came over to 
Sands and ‘Tomorrow, We got a meeting set for 
o'clock tomorrow.’ 
Henry just shrugged, but I could tell my godfather wasn't 
- He didn't say nothing about it, but I could read him 
enough now to know things weren't going smooth. 
Next morning, | took Henry over to Barbarito, who did 
a number on his arse, and we were back at the hotel by 
two. But we needn't have hurried. Came six o'clock, with 
word, and Henry started getting restless. 
e,' he said, ‘this doesn't look too promising. No 
news. Looks like I better send Johnny home.’ 
’ The idea of all that money flying 
to Detroit was hard to take. "You know Mikey. Give 
him time, Could be the shipment's delayed.’ 
So we gave him time, Around nine o'clock, he showed up, 


‘Man, these people are sticky,’ he said. Now they say 
they want to see the money first, and all that shit.’ 


; 


That's not how it's done, When you deal with the French- 
men, they trust you all the way — until you give them a 
reason to change their mind. Then they kill you. 

looked at me, and then at my godfather. 1 don't 
like it, Mikey," he said, ‘Could be a rip-off.’ 

‘Ain't no way they're going to get the chance,’ he said. ‘I 
don't know these people, but I know who they work for. 
And the connection's good. The best. It’s worth a last try. I 
fixed another meet tomorrow at the Sheraton.’ 

He knew - better than me — that he was wasting his time, 
but he just couldn't face it. 

Henry thought for a minute, ‘Okay; Mikey. Whatever 
you say. But I feel kind of naked. Can you lend me a piece?’ 

‘Sure, I said. ‘I got one you can have. You stay here.’ 
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Mikey, these are punks, or what's the matter with 

them? gonna deal or ain't they gonna deal? I don't 

have time for this shit.’ 

There was my godfather could say to the man. ‘I 

"page aera. said. “We better call it quits. I don't 
the atmosphere here.’ 

That night, we drove them back out to the airport. I was 

sorry that Henry had to go, and heartbroken to see all that 

money leave, but there were no hard feelings. That kind of 

thing all the time in this business. 

A few days later, Miguel left, too. 

Things are just not working out,’ he said. ‘I got to move 

around and see. You stay here. I'll be in touch. You got 

enough money ?* 

‘IE make out,’ 1 said. 

And I did, although I didn't hear from him again for a 


whole year. 
In April, Anna left home. We found a little apartment on 
Coral Way, and moved in together. 


In August, we took a run up to New York to see if Frank | 
Gregory or Zack Robinson knew where Miguel was at, but — 


no, they hadn't heard nothing, 
In September, 1 teamed up with Orlando Lamadrid, and 
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we played a few with Ricardo Morales. Or maybe the 
other Arc mai 


way 
And in October, though I didn’t know about it until 
several months later, my godfather found himself a 
Venezuelan connection, and started to deal with Frank 
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Eventually extradited to the United States, Ricord was 
brought to trial in New York at the end of 1972 and sen- 
tenced to twenty years' imprisonment. 

Though the ring was temporarily broken, many of Ricord's 
principal lieutenants remained at large for a year or more 
after his arrest, among them Christian Jacques David. Also 
known as Le Beau Serge and Jean-Pierre, David was about 
forty in March — — 
like Alain Delon. He, too, was in France; where he 
faced execution for the murder of the Paris - 
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A lot of other deals collapsed as well. It was the beginning 
of a heroin shortage that would turn to famine within a 
year. But there was no shortage of candidates measuring 
themselves for Ricord’s shoes. As always, everywhere down 
the line, whenever a dealer out, a dozen stood 
ns did E 
to 


In 1971, the Corsicans were buying raw opium in Turkey 
at around $25 for ro kilos. Transported to their clandestine 
laboratories in Marseilles, these 10 kilos were turned into 
one kilo of high-grade heroin hydrochloride worth perhaps 
$5,000 £.o.b. At the American border, the price doubled. On 
the New York wholesale market, it doubled again to 

- $20,000, at least for large shipments, and sharply more for 
smaller buys. At the peak of the famine in 1972, European 
pure was fetching no less than $785 a gramme in Boston, 
netting those wholesalers who had any, and who were 
pared to take the trouble and risks of making multiple small- 
volume sales, nearly $800,000 a kilo. 

As a wholesale price, this was altogether exceptional, and 
it fell again heavily as supplies improved. But, at street level, 
a kilo of pure that started out in Marseilles at $4,000 was 
routinely grossing that much and more. 

A street ‘bag’ — a single dose - contains perhaps 100 milli- 
grams of powder, of which only 10 per cent at the very 
most is pure heroin. The other 90 per cent is usually dex- 
trose, lactose, starch, powdered milk, quinine, Epsom salts, 

or mannite (a mild Italian laxative). In other words, one kilo 

of pure is theoretically enough to produce 100,000 bags, 
although some wastage is inevitable in handling, cutting, 
and bagging. At $10 a bag to the user, that placed the final 
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fo i man who E Mali o He was 
later convicted and sentenced to twenty-five years' im- 
prisonment on the testimony of Preiss, one of Cirillo's 
smugglers, e rer aioe the Southern Dis- 
trict of New York had to ‘cooperate’. 

tC. Papa's turn. He was picked 


In February, it was 
up: , also in the Bronx, with a green suitcase on the back seat 
his car. It contained $968,550. For his inability to explain 
this, he was awarded five years in prison on income tax 
— another line of attack that proved so useful that 


the Internal Revenue Service set up a unit to check 
id of dealing in nar- 
co 


But the number of addicts did not go down. It went up. 
Edward 


A pag de forty-four in every one thousand 
addicted to hard drugs. 


The problem of street crime did not improve, either. It got _ 
worse. At the height of the famine, a typical junkie needed — 


about $200 a week to support his habit. If he was out of 


work or broke — as most of them usually are — he had to © 


steal for it, adding to an already uncontroilable epidemic of 


mugging, shoplifting, bag-snatching, prostitution, break-ins, — 


and stick-ups an extra edge of viciousness or 
ee id a fix might be 


In short, the closer President Nixon came to achieving the 
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ls mad rompen of shu off the of 


ROO seis cid come only foams total 
sion — no drugs, therefore no addicts, therefore no 
— but that was unattainable. His partial victory, bought by 
a major diversion of government resources into law enforce- 
ment, merely turned the screw on the user, and opened up 
re ed Italian monopoly of drug distribution 
that Frank Matthews and his colleagues in the Black Mafia 
were only too happy to fill. 
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A few months after our little adventure with Ricardo 





doing í 

It was about time. We were now in the middle of March 
1972. A whole damn year had gone by. 

“Yeah, I ran into him at the Yumuri,’ Orlando said. ‘And 
I told him we're partners.’ 


ness and thinking 
want to talk to me alone, but he showed up with 
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at his mother’s house — and having it rebuilt, from 
what he said — but not a word about Barbara or Vicky. I 
was sorry they'd broken up. Barbara wasn't pretty or noth- 
ing, but she was class, strictly Fifth Avenue, and had more 
balls than most men. We used to call her the ‘Enforcer’ — 


He looked kind of uncomfortable. ‘Well, would you be. 
interested in taking some stuff up to New York?" 

Now that was a blow, compared with what I had done 
with him before, but I figured we had to start somewhere, 
These guys had been with him when he got going again, so 
it wasn't like they were cutting me out. In fact, Miguel was 
trying to cut me in. 

‘Okay. What have you got?" 

"You want to take five keys up for me? Five keys of 


? 
‘Sure,’ I said, showing him it was okay, “Why not?’ 
That relieved his mind. "Well, listen, I got a car you can 
use, It's clean. It’s cool. I figure you can put the stuff in the 


spare tyre or something. 

'Uh-uh, No good. You can have an accident. The car can 
get stolen. A hundred things can happen to you on the road. 
No thanks,’ e 

"Well, you can't catch a plane,’ he said. They're hot as 
hell now, with all these goddamn hijacks and shit. How 
about the train?’ 
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‘No, I'll do it the conservative way,’ I said, ‘TII take the 


bus. 

‘The bus?’ But I could see he was relieved. That's a bitch. 
That's thirty hours,” 

‘I got patience,’ I said, ‘I just sat out twelve months.’ 

So that was settled. And now he asked me if I'd paint his 
mother's house while I waited for the load to come through 
— just me, no helpers. He didn’t want nobody snooping 
around out there. 

‘Sure,’ ] said. ‘And that reminds me. If I'm going to run 
some stuff for you. | want to move. are a 
little nosey. Throw me five hundred so I can rent a new 


her happy. So he 
pulled out a roll of hundreds as big as both fists and counted 
off five. Then he told me to meet at his mother’s place 
in the morning, and they left. 

I hadn't seen Victoria Montalvo's house on Biarritz Drive 
in almost a year, and next day 1 drove by it. The 
money Miguel had spent on that place. It had a new roof, 
which cost him $15,000, and they were just finishing a new 


l asked the old lady what colour she wanted the house. 
It needed a paint job sure enough, but all the preparation 
had been done. 
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sun hits them. You know how to do that?’ 
d. “No problem. You throw the glitter stuff on 
paint is still wet. Just leave it to me’ ~ 
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“Painting the house? It's a snip.’ 
‘I mean, carrying the stuff, Not after what we've been 


complaining?’ 

‘I just want you to understand,’ he said. ‘I want you to 
play along, because I got a feeling things'll change.’ 

‘You better believe it.’ 

“Martinez? Well, | owe him something. Ricky you don't 
got to worry about,’ 

‘I'm not the one who's got to worry,’ I said. 

Two days later, I was just finishing the house, when the 
old lady came out. 

‘Your godfather called,’ she said. ‘As soon as you're done 
here, he wants to see you over at Raquel's place.’ - 

Raquel Dumois was José Martinez's mother, She was a 
voodoo queen. Ya-Llocha, which means ‘mother of saints’. 
And I good one, because I know for a fact my 

paid her $21,000 in one year to make him a saint 

in her religion, She called it Yorubi Lucumi, but it was 
santeria voodoo, 


Miguel was tearing into Martinez about some guy who 
had put them in bad with Henry Morgan by undercutting 
their kilo price for cocaine. And Martinez was trying to talk 
out of having the guy killed. 

"You got a phone yet?" my godfather suddenly said to 


' I said. ‘We only moved in yesterday.’ 
Anna hadn't wasted much time. | gave her the $500, and 
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hours later we were at 131 Menores, Coral | 
Pre — Mostly water, but there was something in it that smelled 
"All right, Well, go home and stay there, I'll be in touch. funny. And that really pissed me off. I'd taken a shower and 
I don’t know when exactly.’ oran a tio rane: pouring E GONGA 
he couldn't have got Victoria me. 

ol — Ea — yr dragging me i gl Nor- "All right,” she said to my godfather. “He's ready.’ 
mandy Isle, but he was mad enough already, so I let it pass. I was ready to open her head. She handed me a towel, and 
The next afternoon, Martinez came by and told me to be as I dried myself off, she started in with the instructions. 
at Raquel's house at about eleven. So I took a shower, had “Don't take a bath or a shower for two days.’ she said. 
something to eat, and around 10:30 hopped in my car and “YOu mustn't wash it off your body. That's your protection. 


And don't go with a woman.’ 


com- 
mittee waiting. Raquel. Her boyfriend, who was another ‘What?’ I said, Shit. I was going to be away for a while, 
oo rio thes tus ict Ten Are and Anna was hopping mad already. 
friend Isabelle, who was a spiritualist. They looked at me ‘No sex for two days. That's very important. And wear 
as I came in like 1 had my fly undone. white. Dress in white as much as you can.’ 


; Then she hung some beads around my neck, and that was 
Took; Miguel sald, Y want you to have e Itas sanhat I got dressed, tried to comb some of the shit out of my 


went across the street with Martinez to the house 
in with Isabelle. The load was hidden in a linen 
spirits.’ under their dirty clothes — 10 half-kilo packages in a 

‘No shit.’ grocery bag. He said I was to take it to an address at 48th 
and Park in West New York, and he would mect me 
in two days. 


stuff, probably more than she did. Looking at their faces, I put the bag in the trunk of my car, and as I was getting 
— there'd be no  Ytady to drive off, my godfather came out to say goodbye. 
was the first chance I'd had to talk to him alone since I 
] clothes chair. Then finished the old lady’s house. 
— bal ie eke ‘So who are we going to move this stuff to when I get it 
and foot with some chalk. When that was done, she went UP there? I asked him, 
through a whole routine with a big feather, mumbling and "José knows what to do,’ he said, and then he saw my 
chanting things, and after that, it was Isabelle's tum, She fäce. ‘I want you to go see Zack Robinson and offer him a 
puffed at a big cigar and blew smoke over me, talking and choice of deals. He can have the five keys for $35,000, and 
mumbling at the same time — these dingbats were getting all take twenty thousand off the hundred we owe him. Or you 
carried away with this bullshit, Finally, Raquel turned © move the stuff elsewhere, and give him twenty when 
around to my godfather and said, “He's a son of Yemaya, YOY done it. It's up to Zack, okay?”  — 
2e ——— 
can make a heavy piece of change as well. 
Saadeh Sere it wes allover, DOCS "might. But do it like Í told you. He’s got to know that 
twenty is the limit this time.’ 
aci ER ‘Check.’ Knowing we were going to start paying the guy 
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IO ER BR Une 
i know, ‘ll tell 
äiyorce me thing you they you to 
e're not married,’ I said. ‘Come on, honey. You know 
why I got to do this. If I can hang in there, I'll get it all. So 


and 
she waved once and walked away to the car. 

Things didn't get better, The bus made its first stop 
state at Orlando, and I got off to use the washroom. 
couldn't shower because I was g to meet Martinez, 
if the smell was gone, he would know, but I figured I could 
take a wash at least. So I carried the suitcase in there with 
me — no way | was going to leave it on the bus — and stood 
over it while I splashed water in my face. 

Using the sink next to me was a skinny little black guy, 
who was afraid of nobody. All of a sudden, he jumped back 
like something bit him. 

‘Man, what you doing, splashing me?’ 

‘Hey, I'm sorry,’ I said. ‘Didn't mean to do that. These 
sinks are kind of small. 

‘Sorry ?* he said, getting all bent out of shape. "What you 
mean, sorry? Goddamn, I'll whip your arse. Then you'll be 


sorry. 
‘Oh, shit," I said. 1 couldn't just knock him on the side of 
head. There were five keys of coke between my legs, 


_ What more do you want?’ 


play along and let's see what happens, okay? We need the — 


“"L don't want it. she said. "This is dirty money. Drug 
money? Voodoo? 1 don't want it. I don't want nothing.’ 
And she spent what was left of the night on her 
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‘I want to whip your arse, you mother-fucker,’ he said. 
That's what I want.’ 

ons exude ehcoipersrcrla io the son of a bitch 
pushed me, but | kept on going. 

Twenty hours later, I ran into the next problem. Trail- 
was on strike between Washington New York, so 
all had to get off and hang around the bus station for a 
of hours, waiting for a Greyhound to pick us up for 
rest of the trip. Naturally, with a strike on, there were 
all over the place with nothing to do but nose around, 
I began to wonder if Raquel Dumois had got her words 
Next time, if there was a next time, I'd try to get 
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the top shelf of the 
‘Good,’ he said. "Now you can take a shower.’ 
‘So that's it,’ I said. ‘I wondered why everybody kept 


moving away from me on the bus.’ 


We both knew this wasn't the start of a beautiful friend- — 


ship. He had probably seen a threat in me all along, but now 
he began to give up the game without a fight. Around eight, 


— 


I was ready to go see Zack, but Martinez had settled in for 


the night. 

‘You're not coming?" I said. 

“What for? You know what to say. You can handle it,’ 

‘Okay.’ He had tried to make it sound like he was 
me a break, and that was really stupid. If anything went 
wrong. he'd get the blame. If it didn't — and what the hell 
could go wrong? — then I'd get the credit, 

's a car you can use," he said, changing 

channels. The jerk had come all the way up here just to 
watch TV. The keys are on the table.’ 


So I drove through the tunnel and parked near Mother's, — 
e sunk Lo eee ) 


another of his small, dark night spots — just a bar, A 
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with live acts — and when I told the barmaid I wanted to see 
him, she signalled the bouncer. He was a big guy. I'm not 
small, but if I'd had to put the gun to his head instead 
= — Fair's that time, | would have had to stand on a 


''m looking for Zack,’ I said. ‘Tell him it's Mikey's god- 
son > 


So he went off in the back some place, and right away 
there was Zack, waving me over like I was the best thing 
he'd seen since sliced bread. 

‘Hey, how are you, Georgie?’ he said. ‘You're looking 
good, man. Where's Mikey? He in town?’ 

‘No, not this trip. He's in Miami. But he sent me up to 
talk a little business with you.’ 

"Yeah? That's good. Let's go sit in my office, You know, I 
don't blame the guy, staying down there. I could use a little 
of that Florida sunshine myself. It's been cold as a son of a 
bitch up here.” 

‘Then pay us a visit, why don't you?" 

"You know, I might just do that.’ He poured two belts of 
scotch. ‘I already told Mikey, the next time you're in New 
York, the both of you, maybe we'll sail my boat down there. 
I got a big Chris-Craft. Forty-seven foot. Plenty big enough 
for the three of us. And maybe for a couple of broads, too.’ 

‘Each?’ I said, and he laughed. 

‘Now I know you're Mikey’s godson. That's the horniest 
son of a bitch | ever did see.’ 

"Yeah, well. He likes his little comforts. We know a 
couple of places down there could warm a corpse.’ 

‘That | could use,’ Zack said. “You hear what happened ?* 

"Yeah, I heard you were sick, you know? 1 heard you 
were in the tal.” 

"Yeah, I was sick. I'll show you.’ He stood up behind his 
desk, pulled his shirt out and undid it, holding it away from 


his body. 
pre ame re poy Soe Tke RO OS dio 
strainer. the hell did that?’ ` 
‘Count them,’ he said. 
So 1 did. ‘I make it ten. Jesus.’ 
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‘Sure.’ 

, well, that's a good corner. Let's go check it out.’ 
Sf tin de ete okie a 
he said, it looked like a good corner — busy, but 
enough to attract any flies. We arranged to meet 
nine o'clock the next night, and I drove back to 


sR 
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not busy — 


- some other guy. It turned out | was using this other guy's 


car, so after 1 told them we were all set for tomorrow, he 
drove me over to the Tunnel Motel for the night. 

The following afternoon, Martinez and me set up shop in 
the apartment and cut three of the kilos into five. Then 
aroung cight o'clock I loaded the ten half-kilo packages we 
had made into a plastic shopping bag from the No Name 
boutique in Coral Gables, and got ready to go. 

"We know who we're dealing with,’ Martinez said. “You 
don't need me to ride shotgun, right?" 

Right,’ I said. ‘I don't need you.’ 
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the en — 
a few yards past the booth when the son of a bitch stalled 
on me. 


I hit the starter, Nothing. Hit it again. Still nothing. Oh, 
shit. And I got a honker behind me. He's trying to blow me 
away with his horn. There are the cops, not fifty feet away, 


flood it. Now one of the cops is getting out of the car, Okay. 
I can't refuse his help, so l'Il ask for a wrecker right off. I'll 
get him to help me push the goddamn thing out of the way, 
and hope he don't get too nosey while I'm waiting for the 
er. One more try before I get out to meet him. Come 
on, you bastard — and it starts. Coughs. Stutters, But I catch 
t the gas pedal and damn near gun its guts out. The 
cop shakes his head and runs back out of the rain. 

I was ten minutes early at 86th Street and Madison, but 
ack had been even earlier. As I pulled into a parking space 
d his Toronado, he was already getting out — with a 
They climbed into the back of my car, fussing about 
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‘Shit,’ he said. “Look at that.’ There were big wet spots on 
his leather coat, That's going to leave rings,’ 

‘No, it'll dry,’ I said. ‘Don’t worry about it. You want to 
take the stuff now?’ 

‘No. Follow me. Drop her off with it where she tells you 
to and then we'll go to my place and I'll get you the money. 
You sure that won't stain?’ 

‘Positive. | guarantee it. I got a jacket like that. Same kind 
of leather.’ 

He ran back to his car, and I followed him across to Park 
Avenue, and then up to around 96th Street, where the girl 
told me to stop. Zack waited till he saw her get out with the 
shopping bag, and then we went up to the Bronx some- 
where, I didn't know that part of town, and what with the 
rain and everything, I soon got lost. 

It was a pretty rough neighbourhood, and the apartment 
building he lived in wasn’t about to get written up in House 
and Garden either. Zack liked to live among his people, But 
it was nice inside. Not plush, but comfortable. He undid 
about six locks, then sat me down and went to a closet. I 
couldn't see what he had in there exactly, but he came back 
with seven rolls of $100 bills done up in rubber bands, 

‘Five thousand in each,’ he said. ‘And seven times five is 
E erp 

‘Man, it’s a pleasure business with ' 1 said. ‘But 
Menai pb oar ao 

‘No problem. ‘I'll lead you out on the Major Deegan Ex- 
pressway, then take the Third Avenue Bridge.’ 

We hadn't gorie more than a few blocks before he sig- 
nalled with his brake lights and double-parked outside a 
beat-up-looking row of stores. Now what? ] trusted Zack as 
much as I trusted anybody, but I was lost in the Bronx with 
$35.000 in a brown paper bag, and not even packing a tooth- 

I pulled in behind him, and wound down the window 
as he walked back. 

"What's wrong?’ I said, looking around. 

"Wrong? Nothing. You want an ice cream?’ 

Turned out the man was a freak for mint 

Martinez must have been listening by the front 
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cause he opened it the second I rang the bell. 

"You got the money?’ he said, and I just handed him the 
bag as I went on through. 

‘It's all here? You count it?* 

I couldn't talk to him. If I'd opened my mouth, it would 
have been to tell him to go fuck himself. The stupid scum- 
bag just didn't know how it was when you deal with big 
people. They're not out to cheat you, not if it's going to 
cost them a good connection. What's the point? In any case, 
we still owed Zack a little matter of $80,000. I'm going to 
count his money in case he's short a couple of dollars? 
Martinez was a small-minded punk. 

‘Okay,’ he said. ‘I got to call Florida.’ 

I figured he was going to check with my godfather and 
make it sound like he'd pulled off the deal himself, but no, 
he didn't even have the sense to do that. He called Raquel 
Dumois. 


‘That you, Momma?" he said, all excited. ‘Listen, we got 
the money for the house.’ 

I couldn't listen to any more of that. I went into the 
kitchen to get a beer. A few minutes later, he came in 
there after me and handed over the paper bag with the 


money. 
‘Okay. Here's what you do,’ he said. ‘I want you to take 
this back to Miami for me. And be careful. If you lose it, I'll 


kill you.’ 
He meant it as a joke, but after all that had happened, I 
wasn't laughing. 


Tm just kidding,’ he said. Take three thousand out for 
yourself, and hold the rest at your place until you hear from 
Miguel. How will you go?’ 

‘Same way | came,’ I said. ‘By bus.’ 

I spent the night at the Skyline Motel over in Manhattan 
and caught the Greyhound next morning. Thirty hours later, 
I was back in Miami with Anna, 

The storm had blown over, After a little serenading and 
mending fences, we were as good as new, Except she kept 
saying she wished my ather would break a leg. And I 
have to admit I was a little buggy with him myself. We had 
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called to say, ‘Come on over to Raquel's house, and be ready 
to leave,’ she didn't hardly say a word. We went there to- 


surprises — maybe because Anna 
was with me, or maybe the blessing I got was good for two 


tri 
Rok lá up in New York with soun stuff! say godfather 
said, ‘I want you to take him a few things.’ 
‘Sure. Like what?" 
‘Like this suitcase.’ 
Inside was a new Sears bag-sealer, a gallon can of acetone, 
a little bottle of citric acid, sealed up tight, and some other 
bits and pieces. ‘ 
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“What's this for?" 

"We're going to try cutting the stuff a new way. If we 
got time.’ 

‘Okay. Where do I take it? Same place?’ 

I was ready to leave, but my godfather looked at Raquel. 
RER Onn ow oe 

to go." 

I started to tell him that was my business, but I could see 
from his expression that he didn't think so. And it was his 
ball game. Like I'd told Anna, it didn't hurt me to have a 
little patience and put up with this voodoo bullshit, 1 
wouldn't do nothing that looked risky, or liable to draw at- 
tention to me, but otherwise it could have been dangerous 
not to play along. If I didn't, and something went wrong 
with the operation, then I'd be the jinx. 

Raquel Dumois took him into a corner, squatted down, 
and threw a handful of seashells on the floor, Then she whis- 
poro to kim. gathered up the shells, and threw them out 
again. They did this a few times, and then he said. ‘How do 
you want to go up there?’ 

Airplane,’ I said. ‘I've had it with the bus. I got nothing 
here they can make a federal case out of.’ 

More shell-throwing. More whispering. 

‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Looks good. I'll drive you out to the air- 


‘Fine. You want to fill me in on this? Anything special we 
got to do this time?’ 


‘Tm coming up myself,’ he said. ‘I'll see you there tomor- 
row. 


‘It’s not Zack, then?’ 

"No, it's not Zack.’ 

I found out who it was hext day. After 1 delivered the 
suitcase to Martinez at 48th Street and Park, we met up 
with two other guys I never saw before, named José Medina 
and Pedro Diaz. They were my godfather's Venezuelan con- 
nection, although | didn't know it at the time. The four of 
us ate together that night in a diner near the Tunnel Motel, 
where we all had rooms, and in the morning we took a cab 
back to the apartment. As we pulled up outside, I saw my 
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only more than 


“Why don't you take delivery over here?’ I heard Miguel 
say to them. ‘It’s quieter, Better than New York.’ 

‘Don't make no difference to me, Mikey,’ the millionaire 
said. “We'll do it any way you want. Around seven, may- 
be?" 

‘Okay. We'll be ready.’ 

‘Fine. Then 1 guess that about wraps it up. Just have some- 
oe ee ee 

‘You hear the man, Georgie?’ my godfather ` 
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‘T hear him.’ 
nats my godson,’ he told them, “You'll be seeing him 
a , 


The guy gave me a nod and a smile. "You keep bringing 
me those big rocks, Georgie,’ he said, ‘and you can come 
see me just as often as you like.’ 

‘Man,’ I said, ‘you keep coming through with the money, 
and I'll keep coming through with the stuff,’ I didn't want 
him to get any wrong ideas about me. 

"Who was that?’ I asked my godfather, when he came 
back up from secing them off. 

That was Frank Matthews,’ he said. 
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Out of professional curiosity, he made 
licence-plate numbers. Many of these were from out of 
state, but working in the Intelligence Division, he found it 
easy enough to check up on them. Without much surprise, 
he discovered that several of the cars were registered to 


known or suspected drug dealers, and in his spare time he 
took to keeping a detailed log of their appearances on the 
street, 


Frank Matthews, 
On 18 May 1971, Detective Kowalski submitted a détajled 
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of his findings. confident 


confidence might have been misplaced, because 
Matthews had bought a lot of local protection, but Kowalski 
commuted to Police Headquarters in Manhattan every day. 
Far from being buried. his report was turned over to the 
newly formed New York Joint Task Force, where it was 
seized upon by Gerard Miller, supervisor of Group 12, who 
saw in it the makings of a case that could put the Task 
Force on the map. 

The puzzling thing was that although Frank Matthews 
was clearly a major distributor of illegal drugs — the toll 
records of his telephone at 130 Clarkson showed him to be 
in regular contact with dealers in twenty-one states — no- 
body in law enforcement had ever heard of him. Not, at 
any rate, in connection with narcotics. He had only once 
been convicted of a crime, and then at the age of sixteen. 
In October 1960, Frank Matthews had been arrested for 
Stealing chickens, 

Born in Durham, North Carolina, on 13 February 1944, 
Matthews was raised by his aunt, Marzella Steele Webb, 
who took him in when his mother died in 1948. He was not 
much of a scholar and dropped out of school after a year in 
junior high, but he was already a capable organizer with 
mesmeric powers of leadership. At fourteen, his first act as 
an t businessman was to recruit a gang of eight- 
and nine-year-old kids to raid local chicken coops, and they 
loved him for it. Indeed. the attachments formed then were 


ak 


try to surround himself with ‘home boys’, who in turn 
always looked to him for help when in trouble. 

serving a year in Raleigh for assaulting the owner 
chickens he stole, Matthews exchanged the poultry 
i for the trade of barber, and Durham for Phila- 
There the traditional connection between barber- 
and gambling led to his arrest in 1963 on a numbers 
but his employers evidently enjoyed some influence 
law-enforcement circles, for it was never pressed. Moving 
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the permanent inner citadels of Matthews's New York 
pen: rifles, shotguns, ne a uc 

ts for most of the cocaine and heroin 

he handled, his main centres for cutting, 

bagging, and bundling narcotics for sale on the street. Every 

the mill-workers would be ht in by car or truck 

5 rennen eight-hour, $100 shift, and then be driven 

home again. 

Thomas Lee Morehead saw how the system worked from 
the inside, He was a home boy, one of Matthews's original 

of chicken thieves, who followed his leader into drug 

g. although only as a small-time pusher. Down on his 

luck, he came looking for Matthews in Brooklyn, and was 

pa a standing invitation to work as often as he liked as a 
bagger in the Ponderosa, 

Taking advantage of the offer whenever he ran short of 

money, Morehead worked at the mill on and off for a year. 
Trusted implicitly by the other home boys, he met most of 
Matthews's key men, including Scarvey McCargo, who ran 
things in New Haven, Connecticut, and Donald Conner, who 
oo yoo wot —— 

of Matthews's more importatnt customers, among them 
Cale Sear: Cameron and Donald ‘Kens Same James, two 
of the biggest bundle dealers in New York. 

Matthews's customers generally obeyed his orders as 
readily as any man on his payroll. It was Swayzie Cameron, 
for instance, who showed the proper way to seal 
a glassine bag of heroin with Scotch tape. But Morehead did 
more than just package about 150 kilos of horse during his 
part-time employment at the Ponderosa; he also delivered 
his handiwork, boxed in bundles of twenty-five bags, to 
dealers who met him by prearrangement on street corners 
all over Brooklyn. Orders awaiting delivery were left out 
SETI SATR Ir NS MR RS 

While there, he saw Matthews himself only 
once, on 11 November 1969. Morehead was not to forget 
the date, for the occasion gave him both a severe fright and 
5 solidas demonstration of Matthews power da MMKS 
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Minutes later, Donald Conner and Scarvey McCargo ar- 
rived, and together they decided to ask Matthews what to 
do. He told them to call the police! And, to Morehead's 
astonishment, Beckwith duly telephoned the local precinct 
to invite the cops around to one of the most important 
heroin mills in Brooklyn. 

Conner then told Morehead to clean the place up. With 

* of another millworker, he stuffed one army duffel 
full of money, and a second with three kilos of heroin 


ia, was left exactly as it was. 
Running thankfully downstairs with the duffel bags, More- 
on their way up, They stood aside 
politely to let him pass. 

He dumped the load in the trunk of his Riviera, drove 
around the corner, and parked a few blocks away on New 
York Avenue. Then he walked back to the apartment just 
in time to hear Matthews, who had meanwhile joined his 
men, telling the police that of course it was his place. He 
lived somewhere else, but kept it for his friends. 

then took Morehead with him to fetch Harri- 
son's wife, Rosalind. The police were still there when they 
returned with her, and as soon as she saw the body, she 
broke down, screaming and railing hysterically at Mat- 
thews, whom she obviously held responsible for the manner 
of her husband's death. No one listening to her could have 
doubted for a moment what Matthews's business was or 


- what the apartment was used for 


"What am I going to do?’ she sobbed, knocking over a 
lamp in her agitation. ‘Where am I going to get the money 
to bury him?’ 

The broken lamp seemed to annoy Matthews more than 
anything, He cursed at her and then at the police, telling 
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them to get the hell out of there, that he would take care of — 
it. 


And they did - as readily as everybody else on his payroll 
orders. 


of an official investigation, 
rt anyone ehe that the Ponderosa was 
pd tas Ale name at sinne hat abe ou Ale 


Cameron was a veteran moonshiner who, after injuring his 
leg while trying to run a roadblock, had turned to the less 
energetic business of dealing narcotics in Durham, where 
he had known Matthews as a kid. His connection was a 
wholesaler named Pete Thorp in Jersey City, who took him 
over to the Ponderosa one day to meet Beckwith and make a 


rua Thotp negodated she: Gest: Cuenca wate ek 
comfortably furnished room with wall-to-wall carpeting, a 
well-stocked bar, and a king-sized bed, on which the resi- 
dent millworkers both slept and entertained their girlfriends. 
he had noticed a 
cutting room, people at work under 
Beckwith's 

buy at mill prices, He had to pay Thorp $4,500 for one- 


eighth of a kilo, which his girl carried out for him in the © 
front of her dress, 
Back in Durham, Cameron ran into Matthews himself a 
few days later. 
y Mode o ld caer Go 
for + 


‘Ain't complaining, Pee Wee,’ said Cameron. ‘It’s coming 
along real nice.’ 


"Well, that’s what I heard. Man, you go on like this, you'll — 


take over this town.’ 

Cameron laughed, ‘That a promise, Frank? You going to 
give it to me?’ 

‘Sure. Why not? Next time you want to make a buy, 
you call me, you hear? I got to take care of my y 

‘Okay. But what about Pete?" 
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‘He's a friend, too,’ Matthews said. ‘But you might as well 
get it straight from the horse.’ 

On his next trip to New York, Cameron met Matthews 
in his apartment at 130 Clarkson. He gave him $12.000 for 
three-eighths of a kilo, but Matthews was in no hurry to 
close the deal. After a few drinks, he asked Cameron if he 
would like to go for a ride, 

Thinking they were now going to get the stuff, Cameron 
agreed, and they drove off together in a black T-bird with a 
white top. But Matthews had other ideas. He stopped out- 
side a tenement building, went in, and eventually returned, 
not with heroin, but with a shopping bag half full of 
money. Dumping it casually in Cameron's lap, he drove on 
to the next stop, where he collected a second bag of money. 
And so on, at the third, fourth, fifth, and sixth stops, until 
Cameron could hardly move his feet without spilling money 
on the floor. 

Still not tired of his game, Matthews then stowed the bags 
in the trunk and drove Cameron to Phi ia to make 


thews dropped several hundred thousand dollars on his 
living-room floor. ‘Count it?’ 

Matthews hesitated. ‘Shit,’ he said. ‘Ain't nobody going 
to shortchange me, We'll just put it in the closet.’ 

Cameron helped him gather up the bags again, and they 
them through to a small bedroom next to the kit- 
> g his load, he waited while Matthews fumbled 
and unlocked the clothes closet, As the door 
bags slid through Cameron's arms. He stared 
helplessly at a wall of money. The closet was 
to bursting with bundles of bills from floor to eye 


‘Jesus Christ, he said. The lesson had been learned. 


_. Matthews locked the money away and took Cameron 
¿back to the living room, where they snorted a little coke. 


h 


Í 


‘Don't mess with nobody else,’ said Matthews. ‘I'm the 
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biggest. Just don't spending your money with nobody 
else because all you'll get is a bunch of junk, ; 

‘Yeah, but —— you're dry ?' It was Cameron's 
last flicker of in 

‘Listen,’ he said. “When I ain't got nothing, ain't nobody 
else got nothing. You hear me? So don't you try to buy no 
dregs from nobody. cles f T ain't got aone, becia: ae 
do is take your money. l'm the biggest man you'll ever see. 

On his next trip to Brooklyn, Cameron was taken around 
to the OK. and kitted out with two cases of mannite, 
15 pounds of quinine, two boxes of glassine bags, and all the 
other paraphernalia required by an accredited dealer in the 
Matthews organization. Now in the big time, he drove home 
with all this and a full kilo of horse, for, true to his promise, 
Matthews had given him Durham. 

With this kind of horsepower behind him, Cameron's 
business took wing; he was soon employing twenty people. 
And it would probably have continued to prosper, like all of 
Matthews's franchises. but for an unfortunate accident. 
After taking delivery of a consignment of brown heroin, a 
variant he had not handled before, Cameron called Mat- 
thews for instructions and was told to cut it ten times. This 
he did, but one of his customers immediately died of an 
overdose. Aggrieved, Cameron reported this to Matthews, 
who, after investigating the complaint, called back to say 
there had been an error in the shipping department, The mill 
had sent him ‘croak dope’ — heroin requiring not a ten- but 
a minimum fourteen-to-one cut, He was sorry about that. 

So was Babe Cameron. He was subsequently arrested and 
charged with murder (although the case was later dis- 


missed). 

Matthews had naturally chosen a home boy to service his 
home town, but in other cities, and with other dealers, his 
recruiting methods were a little different, Actual violence 
was rarely necessary, however, He would just descend on 
a town by Lincoln or Cadillac like Jove in his chariot and 
give local distributors the benefit of his advice. _ 

In most cases, a suitable candidate for a Matthews dealer- 


>, 


ship would be set up in advance by one of several | he 
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To soften him up, he was first given free samples of high- 
grade merchandise, and then invited on an i 
junket to Atlantic City with Bighead Brother Carter, Mat- 
thews's Baltimore distributor, and two other senior execu- 
tives, one of them named Emerson Dorsey. After two days 
of wine, women, coke, and gambling, they were joined at 
the hotel by Matthews himself, who drove down from New 


Matthews sent him downstairs to bring up a sackful from 
the car, and the magic worked once again. Coleman placed 
orders for cocaine and heroin and went home exhausted but 
mightily impressed. 

Nor was he disappointed by the quality of the goods that 
Matthews supplied through Carter. His price for cocaine 
was then $1,500 an ounce, but Coleman found he could cut 
this ten times at least to make enough for thirty or forty 
bundles of twenty-five bags each. At $¢ a bag and up, that 
meant a profit of 300 to 400 per cent, and his net income 
rose to around $20,000 a month. In contrast, the coke he 
had been buying from other sources for about the same 
price would take only a five or a six cut at most. 

But Matthews's drive to corner the Baltimore market was 
always breaking down on Bighead Brother's limited span 
of attention, Between 1968 and 1969, Carter moved up 
from a 1962 Chevrolet and a project apartment to a brand- 
new Cadillac convertible and a house on Ferndale, but then 
his ambition faltered. In an effort to spur him on, Matthews 
set up Purcell Wylie, one of Carter's own lieutenants, in 
competition with him, but that did not last long. In January 
1971, Wylie’s attaché case activated a magnetometer at the 
security checkpoint at La Guardia Airport, and two quarter- 
kilo bags of pure heroin were found inside, 

Coming at the problem another way, Matthews now 
Started to squeeze John Edward ‘Liddy’ Jones, who con- 
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‘Okay.’ Matthews seemed worried by problems of 
that sort in Brooklyn. “So do you want to be serviced?’ 
‘| got a beautiful system," said Diamond. “Where I live is a 
garage, and down in the garage, by one of my parking 
spaces, I got a pile of sand. I will get Mickey a key to my 
garage, and any time I give him the money, I want the dope 
hidden underneath the sand. Then ring my doorbell, and 
I'll come down, or get one of my workers to go down and 


it, 

That's beautiful,’ said Matthews. ‘Give me the key. Pl 
see Mickey it.’ 

a A ee NEE tha alll 
usually changing hands in Brownee's bar on St Marks Place, 
just off Nostrand Avenue. Matthews was a close friend of 
the then owner, Vinny Moore, and hung out there a lot with 
his lieutenants and with visiting dealers like Diamond, who 
found it a useful place to do business, as it was only five 
doors down from his stash, 


‘You come into Brownee's through a little passage, and 
there's a bar, seating about ten and a dining area to 
the left, with a bathroom, and a transaction kitchen in 


the back. It wasn't used for food. The guy that owned the 
bar, Vinny — well, he's a little shady himself, so he lets a lot 
of activity go down in there. Because it’s a hustle bar — 
drugs and numbers. Basically, that's what it was, the crowd 
that hung in there. As as you're picking up your tab 
and spending your money, he didn't care what went on — as 
long as you put a little cover on. The kitchen is where cer- 
tain guys were hanging around and spending good money 
so that they could go in there and transact their confidential 


‘Let's say someone would come in from Virginia, or Ohio, 
or down South, I would tell them to go to Brownee's. They'd 
be sitting there like a normal customer. I'd come in, meet 
them, get the money, and then I'd tell Skip [Diamond's 
lieutenant} or whoever is working for me to go in there and 
hit them in Brownee's. He'd go to the stash box, back 
with a package, and give it to who I say give it to.’ 
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Used by practically everybody of any consequence in the 
Matthews organization, Brownee's at that time was a kind 
of national commodity exchange for narcotics, a place 
where import agents, brokers, and distributors met with 
wholesalers and some of the bigger retailers to fix prices and 
deliveries and even to deal in options and futures. 

Most of them worked behind some kind of legitimate 
front. Diamond's was the music business. He owned a con- 
cert promotion agency called Capital City Attractions in 
Jersey City, and his own reasonably successful record label, 
Sound of Soul. He was also the representative of Motown 
Records Inc. in Alabama, and had a chain of record stores 
through the South. 

As a promoter, Diamond worked with top like the 
Jackson Five, Sly and the Family Stone, the Moments, and 
the Delfonics. 

'I would buy them for thirty days. I guarantee them three 
thousand a night. In return, | would take them on a tour, 
like Trenton, next stop would be Baltimore, next would be 
Washington, then Richmond, Norfolk, Scranton, Fayette- 
ville, Durham, Raleigh, Winston-Salem, Greensboro, Col- 
umbia — 1 worked them straight down the line.’ 

He would also deal a little dope here and there, and 
launder the money in with his box-office receipts. 

Diamond's record company served a similar purpose, In 
1971 he wrote. produced, manufactured, and distributed a 
record on his Sound of Soul label called “Where the Peace 
Go?’ Sung by Larry Sanders, it won a lot of air time and 
proved a popular jukebox selection across the country, As 
he went from city to city, wearing his record distributor's 
hat, he would collect the drug money owing to him, falsify 
the sales figures of his records to account for it, and change 
the street bills at the nearest bank into clean fifties and 
hundreds or buy certified cheques made out to himself. 

He also found the record business a good way of involv- 
ing bus companies, airlines, and even the U.S, Post Office in 

narcotics-distribution system. If a customer with a 
record store in Winston, or the manager in one of his own 
stores in, say, Mobile, ordered an eighth of heroin, Diamond 
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and means of breaking the Mob's 
imports. It had to be done peacefully, so as not to upset 
existing supply arrangements — indeed, with a view to 
augmenting rather than replacing them — but the need for an 


price, but provide a margin of safety in the event of an 
IBM going down the tubes, which they were doing with 
some frequency as the War on Drugs warmed up. 

After several days of discussion, the general feeling was 
that more business had to be done directly 


preferen € 
out their supplies by pushing cocaine, in which connection 
Matthews was delighted to announce that he had large 
quantities of dynamite coke available for immediate de- 
livery (thanks to his old friend Rolando Gonzalez, and his 
new friend Miguel Garcia), 

In one way, Nixon's War on Drugs was making things 
easier for him by creaming off his competitors and thus 
creating a vacuum he was only too happy to fill, but at the 


same time it was also making life harder, because the higher could 


he went, the more he had to have of what, in 1971, was a 
shrinking volume of imports. The level of demand he had 
to meet was quite frightening, particularly in New York, 
where almost half the nation’s addicts were concentrated. 


_ frightened. He was driving a 


months, it took about a hundred kilos from Matthews at 
prices ranging up to $26,500 a kilo - and by the end of that 
year the rate of consumption had risen to five kilos a week. 

At that point, the ring was grossing around $45,000 a day 
from the bulk sale of 17,500 bags a day, enough for 
ten thousand retail customers. In the same twelve-month 
period, Ray ‘Dutch Schultz’ Daniels and his partner Donald 
‘Keno’ James had expanded their payroll from about forty 
people serving a Brooklyn /Queens clientele to more than 
baggers, pushers, street lieutenants, and enforcers 
operating in all five boroughs. 

James regularly took delivery of five-kilo or larger pack- 
ages from Matthews himself and often made cash payments 
to him of up to $250,000 at a time, but when he could, he 
to deal with Beckwith. Matthews's methods 
frankly terrified him. 

‘One time | took a cab and met Frank in Brooklyn and he 
gave me a package of like five keys, wrapped up. He offered 
to drive me back. During the ride, he was driving extremely 
fast. We ran across a couple of traffic lights and I became 
green convertible Cadillac, and 
scared the shit out of me. I said, “Maybe | ought to take a 
cab,” because 1 had the five keys on me and any minute the 
cops are going to stop us. He just laughed.’ 

James devised with Ray Daniels a system of quality con- 
trol that other dealers soon copied. Instead of messing with 
complicated chemical tests to check the strength of the bags 
they sold, they would take a sample along to a ‘shooting 


gallery’, an apartment or vacant store where addicts would 


gather in relative safety to shoot up, and there give it to a 
junkie lacking the price of a fix. If he died, they knew they 

cut it some more. 
By the spring of 1972, however, users were more likely to 
be struck by lightning than die of an overdose. The average 
of a street bag was down in some areas to 3 per 


“cent heroin or less, and some adicts were involuntarily de- 


toxifying themselves. This, of course, was a result of Mat- 
thews's trying to stretch the available supply by cutting 


harder at the distributor level; in a matter of months, the 
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harbour defences, the Corsicans were about to employ the 
same ue — after steaming the charges out of the 
mines and replacing them with hermetically sealed packs of 
hero 


in. 
That done, they had merely to consult the sh tables 
Bl awit ip beetroot 
Genoa to Brooklyn, send down skin divers after dark to at- 
tach the mines to their hulls, advise the customer in New 


Street to make a down payment on a 
as usual around the corner and walked down the street, 
ping every few yards for a word with people who 
for Bynum or Matthews. Indeed, he had never before seen 
so many of their men on the block at one time, 

were all around the house as well — some of them 


They 
with what he was ready to swear were shotguns under their 


coats. He rang the bell. Two men opened the door and closed _ 


it quickly behind them. They were carrying M-16s. 


‘What's going on?’ the dealer asked them. “Where's El?” - 


‘In there with Frank,’ said one of the guards, pointing his 
gun at the living room door. 

The dealer knocked and went inside. 

Matthews and Bynum were knee-deep in money, Bundled 
up in rubber bands, it was stacked in broad parallel rows, 
like green brick walls, three or four feet high, from one side 
of the room to the other, with aisles between them to help 
make the counting easier. They had furnished the living 
room with $4 million in cash. À 

~ 
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About a week after 1 brought the money down to Miami 
from the deal we did with Frank, I was out riding with my 
godfather and Ana Baños one night, and he said to me, ‘I 
got a big problem.’ 

Yeah?" I said. “What's that?’ 

‘It's Martinez. Frankie don't want to see him no 
more.’ 

That right?’ I made sure he didn't see me smile. “Why? 
What did he do?’ i 

‘Well, he took the package down, right? After you went 
up and told him the T-bird was on the street?" 

‘Right.’ 

"Yeah, Well, Frank tells him to get in the car. He don't 
want it to look like a drop. He wants it to look like he's just 
picking somebody up, okay ? “No, no, no,” says José. “Here — 
take it.” And he throws the goddamn package through the 
window and runs.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus,’ I said. Martinez was just handing me the 
whole thing on a plate. 

‘So naturally Frank's madder than hell, “What's the mat- 
ter with the guy?” he says to me. "He's scared to get in the 
car with me? He thinks I'm a cop or something? Shit. 1 
don't like nervous people,” he says, "You keep him away 

‘So what are you going to do?’ I said, and he cracked a 


smile. 


3 


| 
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"Well, there ain't much 1 can do, is there?’ 

"No, I guess not,’ I said, and I was smiling right back at 
him. 
‘Stop at the next pay phone,’ he said. ‘I got to call Raquel 
Dumois.’ 

So 1 found him a phone, and he came back to the car a 
few minutes later with a face like bad news. | 
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we got to her house was, ‘Oh, oh — my son called me. Things 
are They have problems, You got to him. 

"What kind of problems?’ my godfather her. They 
been arrested or what?" 

‘No, no. It's just that they can't do what they were sup- 
posed to do." 

Miguel looked at her, and then at me. Now he was ready 


to cut somebody’s heart out. I tried to look sympathetic, 
but Martinez had screwed up again. 


petites, but it was true. She used to sit 
that damn dog strawberry ice cream with a spoon. 
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she drove out to the airport with Orlando to 


ict Gal dnd en cirio de ——— 


Juan around one in the morning. I still wasn't asking any 
questions, because things were going my way. 1 didn't even 
say nothing next morning when we caught a Pan Am flight 
to Santo Domingo, and my godfather told the airline clerk 
his name was Marcello Cabot. You don't need a passport to 
travel to the Dominican Republic or Haiti; a birth certifi- 
cate is enough. It was the first time I'd seen him use phoney 
pa 


pers. 

We got there in time for lunch, and Martinez met us up- 
Stairs at the El Embajador Hotel. He looked flustered, and 
my godfather's face didn't help steady his nerves. 

‘So what the hell happened?’ 

Martinez gave him a chicken-shit grin. “Well, you see, 
Mikey, we tried renting a car to get the stuff over the bor- 
der, but you don't know what a hassle that is. You got to 
get a permit days before. And when we went to check the 
roads across, they got guards everywhere. It don't look 
good, Mikey.’ 

“You mean you ain't done nothing — that what you telling 
me , 


? 
"Well, like I said, Mikey, you got to get a permit and 


everything. 

‘Then why the fuck didn't you? And stash the stuff in 
the door panels? Shit, the Haitians, they're not going to give 
you a hard time. You came here to do something, right! Shit.’ 

It was lucky for Martinez my godfather had already got- 
ten mad about this in Miami, and couldn't work himself up 
a second time. But he was still pissed off enough to turn the 
guy white. 

“Well, it's not my fault, Mikey,’ he said, going all limp 
and feathery. Things just didn't work out the way we 
figured. And I thought you ought to know.’ 

‘So? What do you want to do? Throw six keys down the 
toilet? Shit, You got to find a way. This has put us back a 
week. What about the goddamn boat?" 

“We'll make it, Mikey.” 

"Yeah? How? Are the Venezuelans still here?’ 
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‘Sure, they're here. So's the Doctor.’ | 
the room looking for something else to 4 about. 
‘Then get some booze sent up and tell them we're going to 
have a meet.’ 2 

‘I think they're out their women, Mikey,’ said 
Martinez, like he was a for that, too. 


vacation.’ 
lat wight: we all had diner topes la the howd = 
everybody except the Doctor. As the women were there, it 
was just a social evening to start with. Miguel wasn't happy, 


but he made an effort to be pleasant with Medina and Diaz, - 


the two Venezuelans I'd met in New York, worked for 
the Doctor, Albino Perez, a Peruvian and a hump, who 
— ‘with Diaz righ H a short, 
I hit it t away. He was 

oe knew his way 


notice, but / did, And when I didn’t join in, the Doctor and 
me kept giving each other the eye. 

Finally, Miguel got things going 
plain again how he'd screwed up, and I 
and listened while the guy buried himself. Then they started 
to discuss other ways of getting the stuff across, like carry- 
ing it over after dark. But that was no good. Nc 
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the country, And, anyway, what would they do on the 
other side with no car and no entry papers? The next idea 
was to charter a boat, And that was no good either. Then 
you got the coast guard and navy to worry about. 

I took my godfather off in a corner, and said, ‘Don't pon- 
der the thought no more, False-bottom suitcases. We'll catch 
a plane and just walk it in. Forget all this bullshit. It’s the 
only way.’ 

So he turned around and told the others that was how we 
had to do it. 

‘Okay,’ said Pedro Diaz. ‘You can have the suitcases we 
used. And I'm sorry we can't go with you.’ 

Venezuela and Haiti were talking about restoring diplo- 
matic relations, but they hadn't yet, which was why they’d 
brought the stuff to Santo Domingo in the first place, 

‘No sweat,’ said Miguel, This is our part of it anyway.’ 

‘They can have two of the suitcases,’ the Doctor said, 
The other is no good.’ 

‘Shit, that's right,’ said Pedro. ‘I had a little trouble with 
one of them in Curacao. The lining came unglued. The cus- 
toms guy saw a bit of cloth sticking up, and I nearly came 
unglued myself.’ 

‘Is no problem,’ said the Doctor. ‘We'll take that one, To- 
morrow I will make another.’ 

So that was settled, and now everybody but me and the 
Doctor got wired to the teeth. 1 finally left them to it 
around five in the morning, and slept until noon. 

When I got downstairs, there was no one around except 
Ana Baños. To fill in time, we took a ride downtown to pick 
up a few souvenirs of Santo Domingo, and got back to the 

hotel at about three. The Doctor was just finishing a beauti- 
ful job on the third suitcase. He had made a false bottom 
from fairly heavy board, and it fitted perfectly, leaving a 
secret compartment about half an inch deep — enough to 
take two kilos flattened out in plastic bags. The only way 
anyone could tell the case had been touched was by measur- 
ing the depth of it very carefully, inside and out, And if a 
customs agent was suspicious enough to do that, we were 
dead anyway. 
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All we had to do now was get rid of the smell of glu — on 


A owe oat 
on 
enough. We were going to have to wait until the glue dried 
right out. 
— my godfather said. “No point taking chances. 
tomorrow. 
o vas watt oa. 
‘We'll make it. Just about. If nobody fouls up.’ 
Martinez cleared his throat. ‘Ah, we owe the hotel about 
— him a long time. ‘So?’ 
at a 
—— you see — I don't have it. 1 didn't bring enough 
with me. 
My godfather took out his billfold, still looking at Mar- 
‘oor ee atl papas: padeaepitns 8) 9 


‘How much you got, Georgie?’ 

‘Two, three hundred.’ 

‘Shit.’ He looked ready to kill Martinez now, but he 
couldn't say much with the others there. “Why the hell 
didn't you tell the old lady you needed more money?’ 

e a ET POE — 


‘Now what the hell are we going to do?’ I said. ‘Anna 
can't come. She's not an American citizen. Orlando's on 
bail. My s too old. How about your old lady?" 

'] tell you what,’ said Martinez. ‘My sister-in-law Faith is 
American. I know she'll come over if I ask her.’ 

Miguel decided to notice him again. “We'll need about 
four thousand,’ he said. "You sure you can trust her? | don't 
want nobody to know where we are.’ 

‘Sure. If we pay her.’ 

My godfather's face was a picture. Here was this son of a 
bitch who'd screwed up all down the line expecting us to 
pay one of his goddamn relatives to get him out of trouble, 

‘How much?" 

"Well, what do you think? I figure $500 would be fair.’ 

Miguel looked at me, and I shrugged, 
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"Go do it,’ he said. ‘Get her here tomorrow, Tell her to 
see my old lady for the money 

end ataca, Lienz ca to the airport with Mak 
tinez to meet her, and she bitched at him the whole way 
back into town. 

"Your brother, he's a bum," she said. ‘He don't want to 
work. He thinks he's too good to work. “I want a business 
of my own,” he says. A business of his own. “What kind of 
business,” I says to him, “lying around the house all day? A 
mattress-testing business?” He's a goddamn lazy bum. You 
got to talk to him, José. It’s making real trouble between 
us.” 

‘Sure, sure,’ he said. ‘Don't worry. If things go the way 
I plan, he'll get what he wants. You both will. We're work- 
ing on a deal here could make me a couple of hundred thou- 
sand dollars. Then we can all retire — right, Georgie?” 

‘Sure,” I said. I didn't know what the hell he was talking 
about, but I had news for him. He was already retired. 

We sent her back to Miami early next morning, and got 
ready to leave on the two o'clock flight to Haiti. It had 
already been decided that I was going to carry two of the 
suitcases, including the new one, while Martinez took care 
of the other, and when the time came to leave, I was really 
looking forward to it. I don't care how tough you are, nor- 

mally ps going to tense up a little when you're running 
two kilos of post, but this time | was 
so hung up on showing Martinez how it should be done that 
I didn't even think about the risk, I checked the bags 
through, and got on board without a care in the world. 

The flight was very short; hardly worth unbuckling the 
seat belt. We climbed out of Santo Domingo, and as soon 
as the plane reached cruising height, it was time to come 
down again, over range after range of mountains cut with 

valleys and rivers, and then right down over the red dirt - 
* I couldn't believe it. As we touched down, the 

the plane was skimming over huts right by the side 
the airstrip. There were kids playing around almost on 
runway. 


There were more of them in the terminal, jumping on and 
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on to catch a ride and then falling 
feet, laughing like hell. We pretended we didn't know 
other, my godfather and Ana Baños leading the way. 
showed their papers — he was 
Cabot — bought their $2 pink 
claim their suitcases. Martinez was next, a few paces 
them, and then me. I could see he was sweating a little 
but so was I. The air was hot and hea 
there. 


My bags came through and I picked them off the con- 
veyor, giving a smile and a nod to a little black guy watch- 
ing me. This was it, I got in line for the customs check, One 
of the agents was going through my godfather's suitcase, but 
not very carefully, like he hoped he wouldn't find nothing. 
Ana Baños had hers too, and so had Martinez. 

Then suddenly this little black guy jabbered 
me in patois. So | gave him another nod, just to be 
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moved like he meant to stop him, but he paid 
He just pushed on through, still jabbering in patois, and now 
I was right behind him. I couldn't believe it. We were out 
Sg ap ieee bape pata pe the bags except 


I gave him $s, and he almost kissed me. When the others 
came out, I was leaning against the wall, admiring the view. 
My godfather nudged Martinez. “Did you see that?’ He 
was grinning all over his face. ‘He said he'd walk it through, 
and that's exactly what he did. Talk about a white pigeon.’ 

In voodoo, a white pigeon - any white bird — is very 
It’s a symbol of purity and freedom. The spirits look wi 
favour on a white pigeon. 

But they were not looking with favour on Martinez, and 
my godfather's mood didn't last. We hopped a cab with an 
L on its licence plate, which meant the chauffeur spoke 
English, and drove to the El Rancho Hotel in Pétiónyjlle, 
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which is like a suburb of Port-au-Prince. It was hot as hell, 
and no better than tracks cut into the 
I loved the place, All along the way 
no shoes on, carrying big woven baskets 
of bananas and fruit on their heads. Some had donkeys to 
the baskets, and they were whipping their donkeys, 
and their donkeys were kicking up the dust. And the buses 
— the camions, they call them. We passed one that was just 
a little Toyota with like a wooden cage at the back and 
benches on each side for about four passengers to sit on, and 
it was painted all over in bright colours. You could see the 
people were poor, but they were all very cheerful. 

As soon as we had , Miguel and Martinez went 
on down to the dock in Port-au-Prince. They were 
about an hour, When they came back, I could see 
their faces that Martinez had done it again. The boat had 
sailed the day before, 

My godfather had fixed up what should have been a fool- 
into Miami. Instead of foolin 


= 


to use the M/V William Express, one of six Antillean Line 
freighters of about 1,400 tons each, owned by the Babin 
brothers, a Cuban family living in Florida. Besides carrying 
general cargo between the islands, the line also operated a 
scheduled —— service out of Miami, via Santo 
Domingo, Port ce, and back again, using the William 
Express and its sister ship, José Express. 

Through Luis the Junkman, a friend of his in Miami, 
Miguel had hired a Haitian seaman named Yves Alexis on 
the William Express to take the stuff aboard at Port-au- 
Prince and hide it in one of the ventilation ducts on the end 
of a length of fishing line. No way anybody could spot it, 
They'd have to craw! down there to find it. When the ship 
docked in Miami, the stuff would be left dangling there 
until after the usual customs ion, and then the dock 
foreman, a guy named Evaristio Santiesteban, who also 
worked for my godfather, would pick his moment to haul 
in the line, unhook the package, and stroll through the dock 
gate with it in his lunch box. Nothing could have. been 
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simpler or less risky. All we had to do was not miss the 
boat. 


The only danger in this route that we could see was not 
from the government but from Fidel Castro. Six months 
before this, in December 1971, one of his gunboats had 
captured a sister ship, the Johnny Express, off the Bahamas, 
The Antillean Line was a bit like Air America in Asia. The 
CIA used it all the time, working through Teófilo Babin, 
who was very strong for ‘the cause’. After seizing the ship, 
Havana had said that the Johnny Express had shelled a 
fishing village back in 1970 and this time was carrying a 
bunch of commandos who were going to be put ashore on a 

mission, Like everybody else in Miami, I was ready 
to believe it. But right now we were more worried about 
the sabotage mission of José Martinez, because the William 
Express was not due back in Haiti for another two weeks. 

By evening, my godfather was through being mad. I think 
he was now convinced that Martinez had to go, so there was 
no point in bearing down on him, and for a voodoo freak, 
the idea of a couple of weeks in Haiti was not torture. For 
$s0 a week, we now had the exclusive services of Paul- 
Baptiste, the cab driver who had brought us in from the 
airport, and that night he took us out into the woods for a 

cal tourist voodoo ceremony. 

e all knew it wasn't the real thing, but it was still kind 
of spooky, with the drums beating in the firelight. The 
dancers kept going for hours, clashing swords and machetes 
together to attract the loa, the spirit they were worshipping, 
until finally one of them went into a trance. The loa had 

her, and now they had to sacrifice an animal to it. 

they dragged out this goat, and did a whole number with 

it, and then, whoosh! The houngan suddenly stabbed it in 

the neck with his sword. The blood gushed out, the goat 

fell, and the woman started to come back to life. The blood 
of the animal had pleased the spirit, and it left her. 

Ana Baños was impressed, She started to moan and fall 
about, too, but my godfather slapped her a couple of times, 
and her religious ended 


right there. 
Martinez was not impressed. He kept trying to gëħys to 
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leave. He was protecting his mother’s interests. And he 
could see he was going to have to work at it, because next 
day my godfather was hungry for more. We went down- 
town to a little restaurant, where we had goat for lunch, 
and while we were eating, Miguel asked Paul-Baptiste if he 
knew a real mambo — not a tourist voodoo lady like we'd 
seen the night before, but the real thing. Sure, he said. 

So that afternoon we drove out into the country to a vil- 
lage he knew. It was nothing much to look at — just a few 
mud huts with chickens and kids running around, and one 
concrete house where the mambo lady lived. When Paul- 
Baptiste went in to explain in patois what we had come 
—— Martinez grabbed his chance. He'd been bitching all 

way. 

These people,’ he said. "You don't know them. Just look 
at this place, They don't have a pot to piss in, They'll tell 
* anything. You're going to get a line of shit, that's all. 

ell him to take us back, You don't know this woman.' 

That's what 1 like about it,’ my godfather said. ‘They 
don't know us. So | want to see what she's got to say." 

Then Paul-Baptiste came out and said my godfather 
should go upstairs. While he was gone, the rest of us sat 
around drinking beer in a sort of bar they had there. When 
he came down, he didn't say a word. 

"What did I tell you?" said Martinez. “Let me go up there. 
I'll soon tell you if she's a phoney.’ 

So up he went, and as soon as he hit the stairs on the way 
down again, he started sounding off. 

‘This woman's crazy,’ he said. ‘She don't do nothing 
right. She's all full of shit. Let's get out of here.’ 

"No, said Ana Baños. ‘It's my turn now. Okay, Mikey? 
That's what we came for, right?’ 

‘Right,’ he said. “You go.’ 

She came down, looking serious. ‘Well, let me tell you,’ 
she said. ‘That old lady hit me on the money. She ain't never 
seen me in my life, but she knows things about me.’ 

‘Bullshit,’ Martinez said. ‘Just bullshit. She don't know 
what she's talking about. Let's go,’ 

Now it's George,' my godfather said. 
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in for me. She was about 
what her problem was, but she'd convinced herself I wanted 
to kill her. 

The old woman blew some more smoke over the water, 
"You have a rebellious spirit watching over you,’ she said. 
"That is why you have a quick temper. He was a renegade 
in Korea, and his name is Cosmo Lacroix. You should talk 
to him.’ 

And that was all she had to say. When 1 went down- 
stairs, I wasn't laughing. 

Martinez then bitched all the way back to the hotel. I 
i Dumois lost out to this 

was 


r 
shit with me on an airplane back to Miami. I'll take it in the 
suitcases, just the way it is.’ 
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knew he couldn't be serious. He was just putting Mar- 


spot, 

‘Oh, Mikey,’ he said. ‘You ought to think it over. It’s only 
twelve days. To go into customs with those bags — they're 
not stupid. That's suicide.’ 

"Yeah? Well, I'll be goddamned if I'm going to sit around _ 
on my arse for two weeks just because you fouled up. We 
ain't got enough money with us anyway. I'll get those 
mothers in if | have to swim them across.’ 

‘Right on, baby,’ said Ana Baños. ‘I'm with you all the 
way. Whatever you say, I'm right there.’ 


That night, Martinez took sick. He said it was the water, 


bags. Anyway, he wanted to fly home to Momma that day, 
and nobody gave him an argument. 
‘All right,’ said my godfather. "Go. Me and Georgie will 


_ work it out.’ 


~ 


— - 


Martinez left on the two o'clock plane, but it didn't make 
any difference, We had already decided there was no reason 
why we all had to stay. We were going to take it in tums 
to wait out the twelve days, and whoever came back to 
spell the other would bring the money we needed. That 
night me, my godfather, and Ana Baños sat out by the pool. 

‘Tell me something,’ she said. "What do you need Mar- 
tinez for? Every time you ask him to do something, he 
screws up. He can't do nothing by himself. Why don't you 
just use Georgie?’ 

"Yeah, I been thinking about that,’ Miguel said, ‘José's giv- 
ing me headaches. Plus Frankie don't like him, don't want 
him around. But he knows the operation. I got to be care- 
ful.’ 

We sipped our drinks, thinking of ways to shut Martinez's 
mouth. Then he said: ‘José did all right on the Zack Robin- 


- son deal — I got to give him that.’ 


"Martinez did shit,’ I said. ‘I wouldn't have said nothing, 
but since you brought it up, all he did was watch TV.’ And 


- I told him what happened. 7 


‘Shit,’ my godfather said. “What the fuck is it with this 
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guy? I give that punk every kind of a break and he just lays e 


"Well, I guess he figured 1 could handle it,” I said modestly. 
‘But what gets me is the way he ducked out of this foul-up. 
He should have said, “Its my job to move this to Miami. 
it's bad enough you had to help me out in Santo Domingo, 
but now I'll stay here and take care of it.” Instead of that, 
what does he do?’ 

‘He shits in his pants,’ said Miguel. “When we get back to 


Miami, you take over. 

‘Okay.’ Martinez had done it all for me. ‘But he ain't go- 
ing to like that.’ 

‘He'll get his share. I'll find him something to do. He can 
look after the stash.’ 

‘He's still not going to like taking orders from me. 

My godfather took a heavy snort of coke, right out of the 
spoon, and was quiet for a minute. 

“José won't do nothing,’ he said. ‘But have Orlando keep 
De RR etn A 

cra cr yA me. From now on, Martinez 


and when 


- - 


And if wanted 10 keen Odlando outa | 


Da Moriles cata a eto 
‘All right,’ I said. “Next problem. Who goes? Who stays? 
precio clio wu 


ea 
right in the mouth. 

it in eo toi Mint Y 
I called Anna and told her to get a thousand from our safe- 
deposit box. By the time we reached the apartment, she was 
back with the money, so I gave Ana Baños her three hun- — 
dred, and Orlando drove her home. When he came back, I 


right. He didn’t have the guts to 
hurt to have Orlando breathe on 
gb ci hurt to have Oran and so back 
went to New York. 
yline Motel on Tenth Avenue 
at the number he'd given me 
after making the delivery, 
gone over to get our money 
at an apartment Frank had up in Riverdale, not far from 
to live. It was in a plush building 
at 3333 Henry Hudson Parkway that was just the place for 
rich junkies. When Frank was out, they could try Nicky 
Barnes, who lived in the penthouse. Anyway, 1 knew the 
number | had was for the phone in Frank's apartment there, 
he answered the call, I expected him to tell me to 
come on up. Instead, he just asked me where I was 
and when I told him, he said to stick around. He'd send 
somebody down to see me. 

Sure enough, an hour or so later, somebody knocked on 
the door of our room, and there was Nat Elder, my god- 
father’s friend, the guy who had come with Frank to the 


meeting over in Jersey 
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told him what had ee er enge he was now in with us 
officially, and that | wanted him 
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‘Hey, there, Georgie. How’s it going, man?" 

‘Fine, Nat, fine. Come on in. This is Anna.’ 

‘Hi, Anna. Howya doing? Look, Frank just couldn't get 
away. He's sorry. He's all tied up in a meeting.’ 

"Yeah. I heard it gigg 

"What can | tell you?’ He grinned. "You know Frank. No 
matter how hard he tries, that unfortunate boy just 
can't seem to get enough. But he's working on it. Pretty near 


all the time.’ 

at exactly how he feels,’ I said. Because 
we got the same nd of problem in another area. We need 
A ee a shipment out of 


arre that's it? Man, that ain't no problem at all. You go 
get yourself a bite to eat, and I'll take care of that myself.’ 
So Anna and me had dinner at Mamma Leone's, and 


to keep an eye om Mar- · afterwards went to bed. I'd covered a few miles that day. 
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all Anna could cram into her biggest pocketbook. 
figured that first of all we'd change some into larger bills, to 
make it easier to carry around. Never dreamed we'd have a 
problem. I just walked casually up to the counter of the 
Chase Manhattan bank on the corner of Madison and 57th 
Street 


and asked the teller if I could change some money 
into hundreds. 
"Why ’ she said. ‘How much?" 
‘Five Y 


She took a gulp and changed colours. Then it came to me, 
what I'd done. I was so used to dealing in big sums now, it 
had never occurred to me that she'd think this unusual. 

‘Five thousand dollars?’ 

‘Er-yes,’ 

‘T'll have to talk to one of the officers,’ she said, ‘I'll be 
right back.’ 

When she said officers, I thought she meant cops, and I 
wanted to tell her, forget it. But that could have made 
things worse, so while she was gone, | tried to out 
what | was going to say. She came back with a guy in a 
banker's suit who gave me a fishy eye. 

‘| understand you want to change $5,000 in small bills 
into hundreds,’ he said. 

That's correct.’ 

‘It's a lot of money to carry around,’ 

"We found that out,’ I said. "We're on our vacation — we 
been saving our money all year — and it's too bulky, So we 
want to ch it.’ 

We looked at him like babes in the wood, and he relaxed. 


‘It would be much safer if you used a savings accolmmy,’ he 
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we'll start one for next year,’ I said. ‘But 
for right now, we'd like to change the five thousand.’ 
“All right,’ he said. ‘But you'll have to sign a form with 


address," 

signed it. Crisis over. 1 went into 
Anna’s purse and started to dump the bills on the counter. 
the other tellers were watch- 


Finally she handed over fifty $100 bills, and 1 could feel 

their eyes on the back of my neck as we walked out of the 
bank. I never did that again. 

So now Anna started to unload it. She went berserk in 

| Bonwit Teller and bananas in Saks. I couldn't keep up with 

her, Every time I turned around, there was somebody else 

_ Saying, That will be $400 plus tax.’ Soon I couldn't manage 


__all the shopping bags, so we bought a couple of new suit- 


Cases to carry the stuff. And it wasn't all for her. She picked 
. out a robe and a couple of sweaters for me, and I bought 
| myself a few pairs of shoes. Between us, we tore through 
three or four thousand dollars in a couple of hours. Then 
‘we went back to the hotel, packed, and caught an afternoon 
| flight to. Miami. Twenty-four hours later, I was in Haiti 


again. 
| My godfather had been busy. Right after I left, he had run 


into a girl he knew from Puerto Rico named Mary-Lou. She 


| was half Haitian and had a lot of good contacts in Port-au- 
| Prince. They had gone out on the town together — what 
there was of it — and that had given him an idea. 


7 "You know what we're going to do?’ he said. “We're go 
| Ing to open a key club down here, We'll call it the Happy 


"Gator. Very expensive. Very exclusive. We'll bring down 
top entertainment from the States, and it'll go like a bomb. 
we're moving stuff through Haiti, it'll make a great 


_ ‘Beautiful,’ I said. ' like it. I like it a lot.’ 

_ ‘So does Mary-Lou. And she knows this-town. You'll meet 
her tonight.’ 

> Thad to hand it to him. It was a great idea. Haiti suited 
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me, Nobody lasts forever in the drug business. It makes 


sense to have something solid to run to when you have to 


out, 
Y fren dinner, Paul Baptiste tock us down 10 the Galan 


Internationale on the waterfront, where I won a few dollars | 


at craps and lost them again playing blackjack, and 

ally the first person we saw when he 1 us at 
the hotel around midnight was Mary-Lou. We sat down 
with her in a little nightclub there, and after a couple of 
drinks the bandleader, whose name was Charles, came over 
and M 

of Haiti, very big down there. And he was just back with his 
band from a tour of the States. 

We talked about that for a while, and then 


said : "Mikey and Georgie 

club in town, and | told them they 

about it,’ 

‘Fantastic idea,’ he said. “You mean a real key club? Not 

just another 2” 

— said ‘Top people only. Everything the 
‘Fantastic. And you know who'll love it? Jean-Claude?’ 
‘Charles is in tight with Doc,’ said | 

‘President Duvalier — you know? He plays with 

band.’ 

‘You don't say.’ That rang my chime. A 


instrument?’ 


4 
| 


ary-Lou introduced us. He was like the Frank Sinatra 


$ 
Charles's 
connec- 
tion? Shit. We're home free, “What does he play? What 


02 know anybody in the Customs Service?’ 
My godfather gave me a stare. 
“Are you kidding?" said Charles, ‘It's run by a friend of 


‘Ub-huh.’ I could see we understood each other, ‘On top 
‚of that, we got X amount of merchandise that comes 
through here every so often,’ I said. ‘In transit — you know 
what I mean? It don't stay here. And going through customs 
is such a hassle. All that paperwork and shit.’ 

Charles looked at me like I was his long-lost brother, 
"Money's the name of the game around here,’ he said. ‘I'm 
sure we can work something out.’ 

Miguel settled back in his seat. ‘Let's have another round,’ 


| 
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_ “No, wait a minute,’ said Charles, ‘You serious about this 
‘key-club deal?’ 

"You bet your arse we're serious. All we got to do is get 
‚the wheels turning.’ 
_ ‘Okay.’ He finished off his drink. ‘Then let's start right 
now, I'll show you where this place has got to be.’ 
at one o'clock in the morning we were looking at 
‘$200,000 parcels of real estate on the beach front. 
I got up late. That day, I had a different kind of shopping 
to do. Paul-Baptiste drove me downtown and I bought a 
| Stapler and a few yards of heavy sheet vinyl on the Grand 
Rue. This was to give the cocaine a bit of extra protection 
on its sea voyage. Back in my room at the hotel, | tore the 


| bottoms out of the suitcases and laid the six kilo packs 
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“The bass,’ Charles said. ‘When we're in town, we Othe | on the bed. The stuff was already in thick plastic bags, about 
to Be An se! —— | a foot square, so now I wrapped each one in a big piece of 


pa 


Then Baby Doc gets the first key,’ said Miguel. ‘In gold.’ 
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yl, turned over the edges, and stapled them down tight, 
I locked all six in another suitcase and put it at the 
k of the closet. After that, I sat in the sun for the rest 
the day watching a bunch of wood carvers under the 
make statues out of lumps of mahogany. There was 


| still a lot of time to kill. 


That night, my godfather told me Victoria Montalvo was 
over. Talking to her on the phone, he had raved on 


Haiti until his old lady wanted to see the place for 
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port and checked her into — | 

"How much did you bring?’ he said, when we were finally 
alone in her room. | 

‘Three thousand,’ she said, ‘Just like you told me.’ 

"What's that for?’ He hadn't said anything to me about 
it. "We got enough to last.’ 

Miguel shook his head. ‘I got a surprise for you. This 
afternoon we're going to take another run out to see that 
mambo lady. And this time she's going to do a real number — 
on us. You want to come, Momma?’ 

‘Where's the stuff?" she said. "We didn't ought to leave 
it with nobody « | 
‘It's okay,’ 1 told her. I could think of better ways to 
spend an afternoon. Like tiring myself out watching the 
wood carvers. ‘I got it locked away.’ | 

‘No, 1 don't trust these Haitians.’ Now she was here, she 
didn't want to see the country; she wanted to stay in her 
room. "You bring that stuff in here. I'll take care of it while 
you're gone.’ 

Miguel tried to argue with her, but it was just the two of 
us when Paul-Baptiste brought his taxi around at two | 


o 

We drove out to the same village as before. Paul-Baptiste _ 
went into the concrete house to see if they were ready and 
came out with the old woman, who beckoned us to follow 


of what looked like yellow 

They were little candles held in place with cross-pieces 

wax. In one corner there was a door in the wall, 

into a kind of hut, and sitting with 

other wall were three or four drummers, 

warm up, Besides the old lady we knew 
showed 


2i 


usual | 


i 


| 


turn 


now we follow the old lady into a little room off the 
o 
at Miguel, but he's already getting un- 
dressed. When we're ready, she tells us to go sit on a bench 
by the wall near the candles, and she hands Miguel a bottle 
some pale yellow liquid in it. 1 figure it's clairin, the 
firewater, So he takes a slug of it — I see his eyes open 
and then he hands it to me. Well, 1 thought 1 was ready 
for it, but when 1 take a whack of that shit, my brains damn 
ioc aga OE Emy peor 
ow drums are really cutting loose. The old d- 
mother has started to chant and dance in the —— 
ing. She clangs the two big swords she's carrying, and grinds 
ether like she's i i 


She calls us over and stands us side by side in front of a 
chalk circle with drawings in it. And the one with the 
eeps dancing near us, and clanging them in front 
of us, and s g them, and the chanting's going on, and 
the hollering, and the other one with the cigar is cracking 
the whip around us. I'm losing all track of time, and the 
drums are like inside my head now. 

Then she tells me to jump the circle, and jump back, jump 


‚7 over it, and jump back. And as I'm jumping over, they're 


chanting and urging me on. After that, it's my godfather's 
, and they keep us i there for, 1 don't 
know — ten or fifteen minutes. Suddenly it all quiets down, 
except for the drums, and they take us to stand ín front of 


the crosses. They're just mumbling and muttering and 


shuffling around. Then the chanting starts again. 
The old woman gives me a box of wooden matches and 


_ points at the crosses. She gives a box to Miguel, too, and we 


start lighting the candles. There's maybe twenty of them on 
the wall. And now they go crazy. The chanting gets heavier. 


_ The more candles we light, the more they crash the swords 
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to get away me. 
Ve eps i ‘Break! 


that son of a bitch by the neck, and 
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had prayed that the spirit would not want to claim 
He had taken a liking to me because of the red shirt I w 
wearing when I arrived, and that was why he had 
me. Then the old one tapped me on the shoulder and said I 
was in good hands, But | wasn't to tell anybody about 


i 


/ 
| 
| 
| 


| 


the‘ | One 


ceremony or show them the bag, because it was sawed and | 
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Cosmo Lacroix would be angry, So the first I showed 
O SE NR Sven, A he showed me 


The next few days I hung around the hotel while my god- 
father played tourist with Victoria Montalvo. Even after 
the voodoo, | was now completely sold on Haiti as a base 
for our operations and as a refuge in case things went wrong 
in the States. We had a good contact in Charles, and now I 
made another one, the local street boss of downtown Port- 


au-Prince, 
I'd noticed this guy around, sizing us up, as I 
was doing a little with Paul-Baptiste. It was so hot 


that day the sun punched you in the head whenever you 
stepped out of the shade, so I said I'd like a beer. This guy 
heard me, checked with Paul-Baptiste, and next thing I 
knew, there was a cold beer in my hand. So | thanked him, 
took a pull at the bottle, and looked around for some place 
to set it down. ‘No, no, no,’ He waved at me, and said some- 
thing to another little black guy standing there, who took 
my bottle and held it for me. I couldn't believe it. The royal 
treatment. Wherever | went, there he was, standing right 
behind me, holding my bottle ready. Freaked me out. 

So I asked his boss to join us in a little restaurant there, 
and Paul-Baptiste translated for us. ‘I'm Antoine,’ he said, 
bourhood. Anything you need, you tell me, 


everything. 

Okay. If we're going to build a base here, the best way to 
win friends and influence people is to pay them. I tried to 
give him $10, but he wouldn't take it. No, no, Ami, ami,’ 

hell with that. I needed people who owed me favours, 
I made him take it. 

A couple of nights later, | went downtown at about three 
in the morning with Charles and Mary-Lou to get something 
to eat. We went into the only place open and ordered sand- 
wiches. Maybe a minute later, Antoine walked in the door. 
It wasn't a coincidence. He knew we were there. He took 
look at the sandwiches the womari was making for us, 
and started yelling and raving. Then he jumped over the 
counter, raising his hand to her, and she really started lay- 
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much happened in the last few days before the 
William Express was due. Victoria Montalvo took sick from 
the water, and my godfather sent her home. Then we gave 
Paul-Baptiste the day off so we could rent a car and get rid 
of the suitcases with the false bottoms. After that, there was 


at the souvenir shop opposite the hotel, and about $ro 
worth of beads and junk to throw on top of the packages to 
hide them. Then we drove him back to the pier, watched 
him go aboard the ship, and that was it. accom- 


good just then. 

‘I'm glad we're going,’ I said. But I'm going to miss this.” 

‘No, you're not. | want you back here every two weeks, 
We got to get in tight with these people. We need this route 
working perfect.’ 

‘No sweat. We just got to time it right.’ 


That's what I'm saying. We can't afford no And 


we need some protection down here. Right now, a kid with 
a BB gun could rip us off.’ | 
‘Next trip, I'll have a talk with Antoine,’ I said. ‘And _ 


maybe Charles can line up a of 
‘Okay. But do it right. Soon as we know this route is 
secure, that’s when we make our score. I got a nice little 
spot all picked out and waiting for me in Caracas, 
‘Yeah? You through with Miami?’ 
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E My ather shrugged. ‘Drugs is a hassle. In Caracas, I'm 
| 22 a. eey lado gene a Oa Ta 


pick up a real nice numbers operation. Quiet. Makes a lot 
of money. I don't need all this running around.’ 

'I thought you had your eye on this place,’ I said. "What 
ut the "Gator Club and ev 3 
“What's the matter? You can't handle it? That's part of 

‘Sure, I can handle it. I just didn't figure you were ready 
to retire yet." ; 

‘Listen, I need a million for the numbers business, and 
then I'm out. After that, the operation's all yours.’ 

Thanks a lot.’ Miguel wanted a million. Martinez was 
babbling about two hundred thousand. They'd both blown 
their brains out with coke. ‘T'll be a hundred years old,’ 

"What are you talking about?" he said, as if I was crazy. 

"You know how much coke we'll have to move to make 
a million dollars?" 

He sat back in his chair, still eyeing me. “Who said any- 
thing about coke? | got us a Corsican connection that's just 
waiting on me to say the word.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus. You mean you're going to bring in some 
horse?’ 

I guess 1 didn't sound too happy about it, because he 
frowned. 


Tm not talking about a couple of pounds," he said, ‘I'm 
talking about 100 kilos of E n pure, Just for openers, 
And that's a million dollars each right there.’ 


E 
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ething 
he would have to deal with in law enforcement, By instinct 
and vocation, he was a thief-taker. He had not chosen this 
career as one among others, or as a means of advancement; 
it was an end in itself, taking over everything, 
including his family, the good opinion of others, and the 
prospects for promotion, Direct, resourceful, and 


But it was also freely acknowledged among his 
in the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs that Miller 
had a feeling for a case that amounted to more than the 
sum of twenty years’ experience in dealing with 
crime in Chicago, Detroit, and Miami. When Ted Vernier, 
who had worked with him in Detroit, went to New York 
in 1971 to set up the Join 
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the Bureau, there was no more dreaded assignment 
New York. Though that city was at the hub of the 
narcotics trade, the situation there was so bedeviled 
overlapping jurisdictions that it 
the direct, rule-bending methods that 
he liked Miami, to which he had 
Federal Bureau of Narcotics six years 
he had just made a substantial dent in 
with Operation Eagle, the first major 
Cuban traffickers in Florida. But he went North 
the end yielding reluctantly to a combination of official 
= and friendly persuasion, and found himself at the 

of twelve suspicious New York City cops who not 
only resented the appointment of a supervisor from out of 
town but y questioned the character and competence 
of any f agent, 

The greeting Miller received in New York from his deputy 
supervisor, Sergeant William ‘Jack’ Rawald, himself a 
fifteen-year veteran, has become a stock greeting in the 
NYPD for any new commanding officer. “You do as I tell 
you,’ Rawald said, ‘and we'll get along fine.’ 

And so they did, though not because Miller deferred to 
Rawald in anything but the sergeant's superior knowledge 
of the New York streets. Each quickly recognized the other 


Fr 


E 
E 
5 
B 


A 


£82 
a 
5 
A 
% 


g 


el 
i 
B 


i 
d 


3 
3 
4 
o 
J 


d 
3 


Z 
$ 


5 


for an honest, hard-working cop, and that soon went for 
most of the Dirty Dozen, as they had at once called them- 


selves, It was Rawald's job to make them an elite crew, and 
Miller's to work that crew on a case in which their previous 
experience was no help at all. 

His men were street cops. To be effective, a street cop 
has to be visible. To earn promotion, he has to make as 
many busts 4s he can without making a nuisance of him- 
self. To stay alive, he has to be ready to use his gun, Now 
they had to stay out of sight, watch people break the law, 
and keep their guns holstered. It was a lot to unlearn, par- 
ticularly for officers like Stan Martin, then the most decor- 
ated man in the New York Police Department. And there 
was no time for retraining. After reading Detective Kowal- 
ski's report, Miller decided that his Dirty Dozen would have 
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was quite capable of doing without federal help. 

On top of that, Matthews's headquarters was plainly in 
Brooklyn. His out-of-town dealers came to see him there, 
That meant the in tion would almost certainly centre 
on New York with the object of building a case for the U.S. 
Attorney to prosecute in the Eastern District. In Miller's 
view, that placed the burden squarely on the shoulders of 
the Task Force, which would na call on BNDD Task 
Forces in other cities and states for assistance as and when 
the need arose, 

Vernier was not entirely convinced. Carried to its con- 
clusion, the argument would have rendered all the regional 
offices redundant. But he allowed himself to be persuaded. 
At this stage, it was a New York case. Or, rather, it was not 
a case at all, but merely a promising lead. He gave Miller 
three months to check it out, which was less than Miller 
had hoped for but more than he had feared. In three months, 
Group 12 might well lay the foundations of a majar case, 
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take all the credit. On the other hand, in three months, his 
Dirty Dozen might crack it, 

He put the issue to them in y those terms, The 
first thing we're going to have to do is fight the brass,’ he 
said, thereby capturing his audience at once, They were 
going to have to improvise a lot, because they were short 
of money and equipment. They would have to work around 
the clock, because they were short of manpower. And they 
were also going to have to check their every move with him 
until they learned how to work on their own, After all that, 
they might still come up empty, because how the hell could 
anybody get as big as Frank Matthews seemed to be with- 
out making a lot of noise? It could turn out they had all 
been wasting their time. But he didn't think so. 

Nor did they. It was the start of one of the most unusual 
investigations in the history of American law enforcement, 
Humoured rather than supported by the BNDD and the 
Police Department, a handful of New York street cops set 
out to catch one of the most important criminals of modern 
times. With only the sketchiest idea of what they were do- 
ing, and with not much more to work on than Gerard 
Miller's hunch, Group 12 homed in on Clarkson Avenue, 
under strict order not to arrest anybody or to interfere with 
any transaction they observed. They were simply to keep 
Matthews under surveillance, to note what he did, where 
he went, and whom he met, in the hope of collecting 
enough evidenceAo justify a court-ordered wiretap and the 
logistical backup necessary to do the job properly (without 
losing the case to the regional office). 

Matthews spotted them at once. They were too few to be 
discreet, particularly on moving surveillance. To have fol- 


_ lowed him and his visitors without tipping their hand, they 


only to lose it to the regional office, which would na J 
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would have needed six cars at least, and with two men to 
a car, Miller could rarely afford the luxury of having even 
half that many out at any one time, Matthews had only to 
stay home to immobilize half of Group 12. 

They were also too few for Miller to consider mounting 
a continuous surveillance. Now and again, his men had to 
be allowed to eat, sleep, and see their families. The most he 
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also chipped in for a month's rent on a vacant first-floor 
apartment in a opposite 130 Clarkson. Until then, 
they had lacked the means to carry out an unobtrusive sur- 
veillance of traffic on the block, but now the picture began 
to clear. Through most of ary and into February, Group 
12 watched Matthews, . Gattis Hinton, McCargo, John 
Darby, and many others, known and unknown, come and 
go with suitcases and paper bags. They logged their move- 
ments, noted their licence plate numbers, followed them 
when possible, and slowly tied Matthews into a web of drug 
connections radiating out of their jurisdiction and probably 
out of the country. 

They also linked him with Beckwith. ODALE's quarry, 
though without then understanding the relationship be- 
tween the two. On 31 January, Sergeant Rawald was visit- 
ing the surveillance team on duty in the apartment when 
Matthews and Elder from 130 with three other 
men. As they drove off in two of the Cadillacs strewn in the 
driveway, Rawald dashed out to his own car and gave chase. 

This time, he was not ed. He followed them down 
Lenox Road until they pe ed just short of ¢6th Street, got 
out, and walked around the corner, Somebody was waiting 
for them on the block, standing by a Buick Riviera. This 
obviously annoyed Matthews, who started bawling him 
out, and at that moment another Cadillac, a white one with 
Connecticut plates, turned the corner and parked alongside 
them. Whereupon Matthews blew his stack completely, 
Yelling with rage, he ordered the driver off the block, and 
stood there fuming until the offender hurried back on foot. 
It was Scarvey McCargo. After delivering himself of a few 
more observations on the subject of security, Matthews then 
led his men into 101 East 56th Street, the apartment house 
owned by Mickey Beckwith and his mother. 

It was one of the few occasions when Matthews was seen 
to be really concerned about secrecy, and it aroused in Group 


12 a wholly justified suspicion about what went on in the 
building. But, for the most part, Matthews went about his 
— neither Dase war Carod Toi O 


being watched. < 
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In twenty years, Miller had seen nothing quite like it. Few 

criminals in his experience had ever behaved 

so brazenly. Most of them lived in fear of attracting un- 

welcome attention by spending too much, or being seen in 

the wrong places with the wrong le, or by having no 

‘visibly adequate means of support, but Matthews seemed to 
glory in extravagance and rec 

He strewed money around as if it were wastepaper, pay- 
ing cash for dozens of $300 suits from Jacques, in Green- 
wich Village. He dro huge sums in cash at Las Vegas, 
losing as much as $190,000 in a session (although whether 
these were genuine losses or disguised premiums for the 
casinos that laundered his moncy is open to doubt). He 
bought cars for cash: $8,000 Cadillacs and $20,000 Mer- 
cedes — so many of them that he sometimes lost track. He 
mislaid one Mercedes altogether, having forgotten he had it 
with him. Group 12 found it months later, parked near 
Small's Paradise, in Harlem. Though covered in dust, it was 
otherwise intact. Matthews might have forgotten where he 
had put it, but the neighbourhood had not forgotten to 
whom it belonged. 

He paid cash for his girls. He liked them light-skinned, 
straight-haired, and two or more at a time. Some of them 
lived in the half-dozen apartments he rented around town — 
usually in his own name — and paid for in cash. Besides 130 
Clarkson, which he shared with Barbara Hinton and the 
three children, André, Frank Jr., and Sean, he kept another 
place at 1035 Clarkson for a girlfriend and their baby 
daughter; a hideaway in Fort Lee for two more girlfriends; 
the Ponderosa and another apartment on President Street 
‚for business purposes; and his four-room pad, for business 
and pleasure, at 3333 Henry Hudson Parkway. 
~ This last he favoured more than the others, treating it as 
his second home. On signing the lease in 1970, he gave his 
‘occupation as real estate, which was partly true, and his 
| income as $22,000 a year, which was wholly false. Through 
| Mattrank Enterprises Inc., of 1475 Fulton Street, Brooklyn, 
he was becoming a very substantial property owner with 

| interests in several states. As a character reference, he listed 
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in New York. For this reason, the omission was thought to — 


be deliberate, reflecting the writer's obvious anxiety to keep 
his identity hidden, which he succeeded in doing, although, 
from the internal evidence and by a process of elimination, 
the agents five years later were inclined to attribute the 
letter to a source not far from the Carter White House. 
The question of authorship, however, was of little im- 
mediate consequence. What mattered was that two agencies 
of the Justice Department were now alerted to Matthews, 
and that Group 12 could no longer hope to confine the in- 
vestigation to New York, leaving it to Miller's old pals in 
BNDD offices around the country to follow up the out-of- 
town leads informally. It was still a New York case in the 
sense that Matthews ran his operation from there, but the 
operation itself was now demonstrably national in scope, 
“Inquiries in Georgia, for example, touched off by the 
Aquarius letter, would show that Matthews, with Nat Elder, 
owned a useful piece of that state. Excluding his house (and 
a numbers bank) in Atlanta, his real estate interests in De 
Kalb, Cherokee, Pike, and Haralson counties were valued at 
$1-75 million. He was also found to own several interesting 
parcels of land directly in the path of a proposed new high- 
way, the exact route of which was known only by a small 
handful of top officials in the state government. 
And now Matthews’s name also cropped up in Pennsyl- 
vania and New Jersey, where he had a war on his hands. 
On Easter Sunday, 1972. the black elite of Philadelphia 
and South Jersey converged on Club Harlem, a brassy 
nightspot in a dismal, two-storey brick building three blocks 
from the boardwalk in Atlantic City. Some six hundred 
— legitimate, not so legitimate, and downright 


people 
crooked — packed into the club after midnight to watch — 


Billy Paul top the bill in ‘Easter Panorama’, a floor show 
mounted hardly more extravagantly than the audience it- 
self, which blazed and glittered silks and sequins, dia- 
monds, and furs. 


Up front, at a ringside table, sat Tyrone Palmer, just back — 


from vacation in Bermuda, and holding court as always with 
a retinue of girls and bodyguards. A millionaire at'wwenty- 
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four, Fat Tyrone was Matthews's main man in Philadelphia. 

The lights went down in the mirrored room for Billy Paul, 
who stepped on stage and began his opening number to a 
riot of applause, As Fat Tyrone settled in his chair, a heavy- 
in a black silk suit obstructed his view, and three 
more closed in on his table, from both sides and behind. 
Palmer tried to get up, but the man in the black suit shot 
him in the face, and twice more as he fell back. Taken com- 


guns, and the other three men 
. Down went Gilbert Satterwhite, Palmer's 


But the shots were now barely audible in the pande- 
monium. Scores of patrons dived for cover, overturning 
tables laden with bottles and glasses, and sending chairs 
flying. Scores more milled about, screaming with pain and 
terror as the bullets flew and the mirrors shattered. The rest 
stampeded for the exits. 

Hampered by the panic-stricken throng, the four gunmen 
were slow to fight their way out, the last of them having to 
fire a warning shot over the head of the first policeman to 


- appear on the scene. By the time reinforcements arrived, all 
four * got away, and there was little left to do but restore 
order 
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together eyewitness accounts of what had 
final casualty figures for the Easter Sunday 
shoot-out were five dead and twenty-six wounded. 

The official explanation for the carnage was that Palmer 
had been untidily murdered by a Philadelphia gang actually 
calling itself the Black Mafia, which was thought to be re- 
sponsible for other multiple murders up and down the East 
Coast from New York to Washington. Its hitmen were said 
to have taken up a $15.000 contract issued by associates of 
Richard 'P.l.' Smith, a lieutenant of Palmer's, who had been 
executed in a crowded bar on Palmer's orders a few weeks 
earlier for stealing cocaine worth $20,000. In short, it was 
a family squabble that had unfortunately surfaced in pub- 
lic: boss kills greedy underboss and is in turn killed by pro- 
fessional gunmen hired by friends of underboss. 
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although there was no way he could have known it, he 
needed William Callahan. 
One of that rare handful of American attorneys who had 
rege —— 
Callahan had passed his New York bar examinations in 
1964, br —— E TAE 
partment of New York partnership of Nixon, 
Mudge, Rose, u, keis Alexander & Mitchell, where he 
stayed until the senior partner left-to run for President in 
1968; Callahan then went into private practice, 
ing in criminal-defence trials, until recruited into govern- 
ment service late in 1971 by Andrew Maloney, regional 
director of the new Office of Drug Abuse Law Enforcement. 
Maloney needed a good trial lawyer on his staff to take 


charge of an ODALE grand jury now sitting in Brooklyn 
‘Mickey’ Beckwith, 


and inquiring into the case of William 
among others. 

By birth. experience, and inclination, Callahan was 
ideally suited to the role of investigative attorney. His 
father had been head of the Manhattan Homicide Squad, 
and at one point Callahan had thought seriously about join- 
ing the New York Police Department himself (his brother, 
in fact, did so). The idea of a career in criminal law had 
eventually appealed to him more, however, and now, after 
defending cases for seven years, he was eager to try his hand 
at prosecuting them, bringing to the job a flexibility of 
mind, a dislike of red tape, and an impatience for results 
more commonly associated with private practice than with 
government service, 

Like the Joint Task Force, ODALE was also looking to 
make a name for itself — indeed, it was under extreme pres- 
sure from the White House to do so — and among the cases 
it had either taken over or originated in New York, that of 
Mickey Beckwith had seemed the most pro 
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with a tip-off, it had been nursed along almost single 


handedly by Detective Michael Bramble for two years, 
waiting, like Miller's ie of Frank Matthews, for 
somebody to come along with grand backup and 
adequate funds, as yA 
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When Callahan arrived on the scene with almost the en- 
tire resources of the U.S. government behind him, this 
requirement was more than satisfied, but it was precisely at 
this point that the Beckwith and Matthews investigations 
converged, and ODALE was forced to recognize that it had 
backed the wrong horse. It was now obvious that Beckwith 
worked for Matthews, who was already the subject of a 

uiry. Stalemate. Callahan and 

ODALE's 4 could go no further without the coopera- 

ar * Miller and Task Force Group 12, while Miller's 

2 was bogged down without the backup and funds 

‘s Group 4. The stage was set for a classic merger, 

cara after Beckwith himself appeared before the 

ODALE grand jury in May and took the Fifth Amendment 
on every question put to him, 

But neither side was at all anxious to embrace the other, 
though both were arms of the Justice Department. If Beck- 
with had proved a cooperative witness, ODALE might well 
have snatched Matthews from under the BNDD's nose, and 
Miller was well aware of it. But that was only one of the 
reasons for mutual suspicion that lingered on even after 
that possibility had receded. There had always been a good 
deal of rivalry among the various agencies responsible for 
enforcing the drug laws, some of it constructive, but most 
of it not. Many important investigations had been frag- 
mented by their in-fighting, with one group jealously with- 
holding witnesses or information badly needed by another, 
With he launching of ODALE, however, it had looked for 
a while as if those already in the field might almost unite in 
common mistrust of what was widely regarded as a naked 
Nixon grab for a law-and-order issue on which to campaign 
for re-election. To veterans like Miller, hard-pressed to keep 
an important investigation going, and with his men partly 
financing it out of their own pockets, the setting up of yet 
another agency — especially a headline-conscious crew of 
Hollywood-style gangbusters — must have seemed like a 
wanton diversion of resources from where they would really 
count. 

Aware of this resentment, ODALE's agents, and its New 
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York counsel, William Callahan, set out to show the world 
how wrong their critics were. There was also a temptation, 
not always resisted, for ODALE to justify itself by belittling 
the performance of the older agencies, by suggesting that 
ODALE had been founded to make good their deficiencies. 

In this atmosphere of mutual distrust, neither side was 
prepared to greet the other with more than a chilly polite- 
ness — not, at any rate, until Miller and Callahan got to 
know each other better; until Miller realized that by work- 
ing with Callahan he could broaden the case as much as he 
liked, without fear of losing it, and until Callahan realized 
that by wo with Miller he could lift a far more 
illustrious scalp than Beckwith's. 

Until then, they shadowboxed cautiously. 

Still trying to identify and list Frank Matthews's business 
connections, Miller sent Officers Roger Garay and John 
Dworsak on a photographic surveillance mission. The re- 
sults are still a treasured memory among that generation of 
New York policemen. 

Matthews was driving a brown Mercedes that day, and 
the two officers following him uptown to Harlem in a 
florist's station wagon with a roof rack carrying a coffin- 
sized cardboard box of the sort used for wholesale flower 
Sehveries, Garay was at the wheel, and Dworsak was in the 


The idea was that, whenever Matthews for a 
hat lone WIR ne ate beer eit down 
to allow Dworsak to take pictures of them through a hole 
in the box as he drove by. 

Success depended on careful positioning. Matthews had 
to be allowed to get far enough ahead for him to stop and 
begin his conversation before they passed, but not so far 
ahead that they risked losing him. 

As Dworsak had the better vantage point, and it was up 
to him anyway to choose the moment to take his pictures, 
Garay had agreed to follow his instructions, speeding up or 
falling back, moving out from the kerb or closer in as 
directed. The only difficulty was that the traffic some- 
times made it hard for him to hear what Dworsak x 
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ey crossed 125th Street with only a taxicab between 
and the Mercedes. Then Dworsak called out some- 
but a horn blew simultaneously nearby and Garay 
it. He asked Dworsak to repeat what he had said, but 
was no answer. He asked again, taking his eyes off 
the road for an instant as he leaned out the window to catch 
his partner's reply. In the same split second, the cab in front 
of them stopped abruptly, and so did Garay. He ran into the 
back of it. 

Dworsak shot out of the box like a torpedo out of its tube. 
He thumped down on the hood, slithered across it diagon- 
ally, arms extended, and disappeared over the left fender. 

Mesmerized with shock, Garay paused for a moment, col- 
lecting his wits, then threw open the door to go to his 
partner's aid. He reached him at the same time as the taxi 
driver, and the two were then joined by Frank Matthews, 
who had heard the collision and come back to investigate. 

All three looked down at Dworsak, lying in the street 
cursing and trying to untangle himself from the straps of 
his camera, light meter, and photographic bag, which were 
threatening to choke him. 

Matthews stooped to help him up. “You all right, buddy?" 

y suddenly realized that neither Matthews nor the 
taxi driver, now inspecting the back of his cab for damage, 
had seen Dworsak shoot out of his box. They had both as- 


iit, 


sumed he was a pedestrian whom Garay had knocked down, 
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‘Goddamn cowboy drivers,’ said Matthews. brushing at 
the dirt on Dworsak's jacket and glaring at Garay. ‘Man, 
they ought to lift your licence.’ 

He straightened up to look over the heads of the gather- 
ing crowd, 

‘Shit,’ he said. ‘Never goddamn cop around when you 

one.’ 
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Four days after we got back from Haiti, my godfather said, 
"We need some money. Go up and ask Frank for $100,000. 

“You think he'll give it to me?" I said. 

‘Why not? He knows you. Tell him to come on down 
here if he wants. And don't say nothing about the heroin 
deal.” 

So I hopped a plane to New York that night, checked into 
the Skyline Motel, and called Frank the next morning. He 
told me to meet him at his apartment on Henry Hudson 


Parkway. 

Nat Elder let me in, and we joined Frank in the living 
room. They looked like two guys with a problem. 

‘Hey, Georgie, how's it going?” Frank said. ‘And if it's like 
bad news, man, don't tell me.’ 

‘No. Things are going pretty good,’ I said, "We got a load 
of shit coming in from Haiti, and | need $100,000." 

“You got it,” he said, not batting an eye. "How much stuff 
you got coming?" 

‘I don't know. Ten or twelve keys?’ 

‘Okay. But I need more. A whole lot more. Like I mean 
ten times more. I need every goddamn spoonful you can get 
me. You tell Mikey.” 

‘Sure,’ | said. That's why we need the money. You want 
I should take it, or you want to take a run down there with 
me?’ 

He looked at Nat. ‘Sure. Why not? I'll get us a couple of 
reservations for tomorrow,’ 

So he did that, but then I had to cancel until the day after 
because he got tied up, and it was 4 June before we finally 
made it on Eastern's night coach from La Guardia. 

We met at the airport about twenty minutes before flight 
time. Two guys t him out in a car, and one of them 
handed him a big, leather shoulder bag, whiteh he 
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threw my way as soon as he saw me there. It was 
heavy. That son of a bitch must have w pounds, 
already had my ticket, so 1 waited while he got his at 
counter, and then we went to stand in line for the 
security check. Nothing to worry about there because paper 
don't show up on those X-ray machines, but the strap on 
that lousy bag was cutting into my shoulder, 

‘Oh shit, man,’ I said, handing it back to him. ‘You carry 
your own goddamn wallet. That's too heavy for me.’ 

He laughed, and balanced it on one hand like it was 
empty. Frank was a strong guy. He passed through with no 
trouble, but as | went to follow him, one of the marshals 
stopped me. 

"Would you mind stepping over here a minute?’ he said, 

It didn't sound like I had much choice, and with his 
partner standing behind me, | got a really thorough body 


Frank didn't even look back. I watched that black bag 


F 


out of sight, thinking that maybe my godfather hadn't 


be oe =o we je er = 


wasted his money on that voodoo routine after all. Cosmo 
Lacroix had just saved us a hundred grand. 

'Can I have a reason for all this?’ 1 said, as the marshal 
got down to my ankles. 

He stood up, holding out his hand for my flight bag. ‘Just 
a routine check," he said. 

"Yeah, but why pick on me?" 

The other one shrugged. ‘You look like an Arab.’ 

"Yeah? Well, what can 1 tell you?" 

Frank had taken a window seat. I sat down beside him, 
The black leather bag was under his legs. 

‘I got stopped.’ 

‘Show me your ticket,’ he said, and 1 gave it to him. ‘See 
that? It's one-way. When you travel, always get round-trip, 
Don't matter you don't use it — one-way tickets make them 


_ jumpy. The guy on the desk tipped the marshals to check 
N out,’ 


Mal dy — 


“Makes air travel kind of expensive, don't it?’ 
‘Expensive? Oh, man.’ He laughed. ‘That one-way of 
yours damn near cost you a hundred thousand.’ 








, Mikey?’ 
er, Frank. Glad you could make it. I figured you'd be 


‘Yeah, well, you know how it is when you've got a hun- 
dred thousand things on your mind.’ He patted the case he 
had hung on my shoulder as we got off the plane, ‘But I just 
came for the ride. I'm not staying. 

‘Not staying? Yow mean, you don't even got time for a 
snort?’ 

‘Man, I thought you'd never ask,’ he said. 

My godfather had brought his old lady's car, a gold Nova, 
and he drove us over to my Frank sat in the back with 
the money, but I carried it into the apartment, and | could 
see Anna was jumping with curiosity. Out came the coke, 
and right away Miguel and Frank were into their snorting 
and bullshitting routine, so I took her with me to buy ham- 
AAN RR: Gore A eaen 

“What's in the bag?’ she said. “What you got there?’ 

‘Lots of money, sweetheart. Lots of money.’ 

She was dying to see it, and she got her chance after we 
finished eating. 

"You want to count the money, Georgie?’ Frank said. 
‘Make sure it's all there?’ 

‘Hell, if you say it is, Frank, that's good enough for me.’ 

1 didn't check it that close, man. Better you count it while 
I'm here.’ 

So I opened the bag, and inside were ten big packages 
wrapped in Christmas paper, That was Frank's trademark. 
He always liked to wrap his money in Christmas paper. And 
in each package there were twenty bundles of $500, of 
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it in twenties, but with some fifties and hundreds, and even 
a few fives and tens. Anna's hands were shaking as we 
counted the bundles. There were two hundred of them. She 
wanted to take a picture of the whole pile, but we wouldn't 
let her. Instead, we stashed them in a suitcase, and hid it 
under the bed. 

Then Frank asked me to call Delta to see if they had a 
flight to Atlanta that night, which they did, at 3:50 a.m, It 
was only around midnight at this point, but he said he had 
some things to do at the airport while he waited, so | offered 
to drive him over. As Miguel was leaving, too — he had a 
date some place — that left Anna to look after the money. 1 
gave her my old -38 with the silencer, locked the door from 
the bedroom onto the balcony, and drew the curtains. 

"You going to be okay?’ 

Tm just fine,’ she said. She was sitting cross-legged on the 
bed with the gun in her lap. ‘Anybody wants to take that 
money, | guarantee they'll have to kill me.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus,’ said Frank. "When Georgie gets back, don't 
you shoot him, you hear? Him and me's got work to do.’ 

On the way to the airport, he didn’t stop talking. The 
coke had put him in a very good mood. 
A tela 2 


"Yeah, well. You know how it is. Takes a little time.’ 

"You got it, baby. I ain't worried. You just keep that stuff 
coming. All you can get.’ 

‘Sure, Frank. When we got this new route down pat, I'll 
bury your arse in the stuff.’ 

"Man, that's great. That | want to see. Last year I must 
have dealt damn near a thousand kilos, so I got a good-sized 
arse to bury.’ 

I almost ran off the road. He had to be kidding. But he 
didn't look like he was kidding. 

‘Let me tell you something,’ he said. ‘I got $80 million 
out working for me, so you stick close, Georgie. Anything 
ee — — 

me?’ 


‘I hear you, Frank. I hear you.’ 
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After dropping him off at the airport, I drove back home 
to play with the money. When Anna finally let me in, we 
tipped the reos Per 
again. We were about halfway through when my ather 
came back for another look, too. He helped himself to a 
couple of thousand, and we all stared at the heap for a 
minute, 

‘Okay,’ he said. This is what I want ou to do, Medina 
and Diaz are over in Miami Beach, at the Carillon. In the 
moming | want you to take them a down payment on the 


next shipment.’ 


‘Ten thousand. They got to travel with the money, so 
pick out some of the bigger bills; otherwise, it’s a hassle.’ 
‘Okay.’ 


y. 

‘And take $15,000 for yourself.’ 

‘Okay.’ | figured that was fair. ‘How about the rest of it?" 

‘Stash it,’ he said. ‘Some place handy. We got another deal 
going down.’ 

I was taking over the operation, but that didn’t mean he 
was going to sit down and explain . It wasn't his 
style. 1 was still going to have to make do with his telling 
me things | needed to know as we went along. Nothing I 
could do about it. Except that, after he'd gone, 1 took 
$18,000 instead of $15,000. 

Then me and Anna picked out $10,000 in big bills for the 
Venezuelans, and by now Orlando was with us. There were 
so many of those little bundles. I tossed Anna a couple, and 
although Orlando hadn't really done nothing yet, he'd spent 
a lot of time running around with me, so why not? Here's 
a bundle for you, too. When we were down to $70,000, I 
figured it was time to stop horsing around. As soon as the 
bank ed, I as much as 1 could into the safe- 
deposit box and left the rest in the suitcase under the bed. 

Then I drove over to Miami Beach to deliver the $10.000. 
Medina checked out with it right away, heading for the air- 
port, but Diaz was going to spend a few days in Miami with 
his wife, Miguel had invited them to stay in the little one- 
room guest apartment he had fixed up in back of 
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lady's house. I ran into my godfather there around noon. 

'I been looking for you,’ he said. "You know where 
Ernesto Marinero lives?" 

‘Sure. In that blue and white building on zrd Street.’ 

‘Okay. Meet me there at two. And bring the money,’ 

"All of it?’ I didn't have nothing against Ernesto, but 
when you go visiting strangers with $70,000, you got to 
think twice. 

‘All of it. He's got seven keys, maybe more,’ 

‘Okay. You want I should bring a piece?’ 

My godfather hesitated. ‘Heil, | know this guy for years. 
If you got one with you, I don't know about it.’ 

Already 1 didn't like the smell of this deal. 1 got there a 
little early, with the money in the trunk, and parked in 
front of the building to wait for Miguel. But Marinero 
showed up first, in a white Chevy, I decided to go in 
with him, because that way there wouldn't be no reception 
committee, Couple of minutes later, my godfather arrived, 
and now the three of us waited, not saying much. 

Came another knock at the door. 1 didn't know who the 
hell was out there, or if he was going to come in with the 
coke or an M-16, so 1 stood up against the wall where I 
could see him but he couldn't see me unless he turned 
around. Then Marinero let him in, and it was just a neigh- 
bourhood guy I knew who was trying to get started in the 
bookmaking business. He came in, put a bag down on the 
table, and went out again without a word, 

Now Marinero brought out a scale, and my godfather 
weighed the stuff. Near enough seven keys. Then he broke 
out a sample and tested it in the palm of his hand and on his 
tongue. I could tell just by looking at it, this wasn't the 
quality we were used to, The stuff had already been cut. 

‘How much?" said Miguel. 

‘Nine thousand a shot.’ 

He thought about it, To me, the price was a bit steep, but 
at least the load was right there, no ifs or maybes. 

‘Okay,’ my godfather said. ‘Go get the money, Georgie.’ 

So I counted out $63,000 on to the table and that was 
that. Miguel went off with the coke, and | took what was 
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of cocaine on the table, Marinero's seven keys. 1 a bit 
ae Sa ee hae ne 


“You thinking of hitting this again?" | asked Miguel. 

“It'll take a light one. We'll make three out of two.’ 

I didn't say nothing, but if it had been me, | would have 
moved the load just the way it was. You could see the 
difference when you compared it with our own six keys, 


By this time, Anna knew how deep I was into this busi- 
ness. That $100,000 from Frank had really turned her on. 
Now she wanted to be in on the action, too — not just know- 
ing about it, but doing something, making money. And this 
was chance, She used to joke with us about what she 
would do when she got big in drugs. She was going to buy 
herself an island. She was going to have a big house there, 
and a pool with sharks in it. Anybody she didn’t like, she 
Was going to throw them in. When I laughed at her, she 
used to say, "Well, that's the way I feel. If I have the power, 
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I want the best.’ She was really living it up in her dreams. 

Also, there was another reason 1 wanted to take her. She 
was nervous about staying alone in the apartment. Since 
the voodoo ceremony in Haiti, some funny things had been 
happening around the house. We had a bamboo blind in the 
bedroom, and every so often it would give off a long rattle, 
like somebody was giving it a hard shake. There was no 
draught or nothing, and it had never done that before. And 
Feo would suddenly jump off the bed for no reason and start 
barking at nothing. It was kind of spooky. 

Orlando said it was Cosmo Lacroix. 1 still didn't go for 
that stuff, but 1 had to play the role. The first time I dressed 
all in white, I couldn't hardly believe it. Look at this shit I 
got to be going through. But 1 had to do it. The belief was 
too strong. | was not to talk about what had hap- 

in Haiti, but 1 told Orlando, and he said, ‘Goddamn. 
That's the real shit, man. You really got worked over. You 
got to keep those people happy. You take care of Cosmo 
Lacroix.* 


So I had to set up a little voodoo shrine in the house, 
Nothing fancy, because Anna wasn't supposed to know 
about it. On a red handkerchief, I stood a carved wooden 
figure I'd brought back from Haiti. It was a statue, about a 
foot high. of a black slave in chains, down on one knee and 
begging for his life. Then next to that 1 had a card with 
Cosmo Lacroix printed on it, the red bag the old woman 
had given me, and a brandy snifter full of water with a 
crucifix in it. But the real secret was in half a coconut shell. 
You had to peel it, cut the meat out, clean it, and dry it 
yourself, and then talk to it and smoke to it. 

Orlando came over to check mine out. You're supposed to 
light up a cigar and blow the smoke real slow into the shell. 
If it just sits there, doing nothing, or comes right out again, 
that means the spirit is rejecting it, He's pissed off with you. 
But if it swirls around, that’s good. That shows the spirit 
looks on you with favour. So I blew smoke into my shell, 
and right away it started to swirl around like crazy. 

‘Hey, the man is with you,’ said Orlando, all bent out of 
shape with excitement. ‘Look, he's accepting. He's really 
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sucking on that smoke. That's Cosmo. He's really happy 
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Seeing she was so anxious to get in on the action, I 
fourteen of the bags in ev aiteann sight bum “ints 
is a business trip, right?’ I said. But 1 should have known 


That night on the train, | got to feeling horny and 
as | 
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me. I'm earning my money.’ 
So I left her to watch both cases while I called Frank at 
the Fort Lee number he'd given 


meet outside Leighton's men's store on Broadway an hour 
later. After | gave him his cue, | went back to Anna, who 
finally agreed to share a cab with me up to the Skyline, 

As soon as we had registered, I took a stroll over toward 
Broadway. Dead on the hour, as I was looking in Leightap's 


window, I saw the reflection of the black T-bird pulling in at 
the kerb behind me. | crossed the sidewalk and Frank got 
out to meet me. 

‘Hey, Mr G. How are ? Hop in while I check 
a A you doing? Hop 

In the front passenger seat was a thin, well-dressed black 
guy wearing a derby. I climbed in the back, and he gave me 
a nod. Then we sat and waited a few minutes while Frank 
looked at the clothes and chatted with some guy he ran into, 
a real obvious pusher, That shook me up a little. It wasn't 
too smart, keeping that kind of company. 1 had Prank 
pegged for a big wholesaler. Never occurred to me before 
that he might be selling all the way down to the street. 

‘Say hello to Slim, Georgie,’ he said, as he got back in the 
car. ‘Slim's my main man. When | ain't around, you talk to 
him, okay? Or Nat,’ 

I found out later that Slim was Gattis Hinton, but for 


the bigger you are in drugs, the more careful you got to be 
to stay clean. You got to keep away from the stuff. You got 
stay off the streets. and you got to line other people up 
take the fall if there's trouble. But Frank was right in 
doing it. Him and my godfather were two of a kind. 
of keeping the noise down, they both went around 
like they was running for mayor. 

‘So what's the story, Georgie?" he said. ‘How much have 
you got for me?’ 

‘Eleven.’ 

He frowned a little bit. ‘Yeah?’ The Preacher told me it 
was going to be twenty-five. So how come only eleven?" 

That's when | knew that Miguel must have promised him 
our six keys as well, cut one-on-one to make twelve. I'd had 
a bad feeling about this deal from the start, and it wasn't 
getting any better as we went along. 

‘Gee, I don't know, Frank. He just told me to bring up the 
load. All I know is, it ain't from our usual connection, $0 
could be there's more on the way,’ 

Yeah.’ He still looked thoughtful, but I could see he 
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wasn't blaming me. ‘I guess it's okay. Where's the stuff 
at?" 

‘I got it back at the hotel. The Skyline.’ 

‘Fine. Then let's do it right now. Are you ready for us?’ 

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘Give me ten minutes.’ 

He drove me back to the hotel, and as I went to get out, 
he laid his hand on my arm. 

'I know that Preacher man,’ he said. ‘So I'm counting on 
you, Mr G. You going to make us all rich?’ 

That was a pretty good line, coming from a guy with $80 
loa Se N Jules wo Oe 

That's my man.’ He patted my arm. ‘Next time, you 
make it 50 keys, okay?’ 

"Well, it’s cooking, Frank, it's cooking. But we got to go 
slow till we're sure of the route.’ 

I went irs, transferred the stuff to a of shop- 
ping bags from the No Name boutique, cov the top of 

each one with towels, and ten minutes later Slim came up 

to take delivery. Thanks a lot. See you soon. Mission ac- 
complished. Anna and me went to bed, It wasn't a business 
trip no more, 

Around two in the morning, the phone rang. It was Frank. 

‘Georgie, come on down bere, | want to talk to you, man.’ 

The tone of his voice was not the same. He sounded mad. 
Oh, fuck. Something was wrong, and I guessed what it was 
right away. This was the Marinero shit, and they'd hit it too 


I got dressed in a hurry. He was outside on the sidewalk 
with Slim, and steaming. 

"What's the matter, Frankie?’ 

icicle cheating A 
Look at this goddamn shit here. 

He handed me a piece of foil with a bit of coke inside. I 
took some, and it was 

‘See that? All powdery and shit? Goddamn it, 
Narcotics is a hard game, and I ain't got time for this.’ 

Now I had to be careful. Somebody could wind up dead, 
trying to unload garbage on a guy like Frank Matthews, and 
it wasn't going to be me. ~ 
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"You telling me this is what I brought you?” I said, like I 
couldn't believe my eyes. ‘This shit?" 

"You know it, Georgie, So don't fuck around. This comes 
from your people.’ 

‘Jesus.’ I tried it again, and shook my head. "Well, I got to 
find out about this. All I done was bring it up. But some- 
body's been fucking around with this shit, no doubt about 
that.’ Now I started to get mad as well. ‘And when | find 
out who, I'll kill the son of a bitch. I'm sorry Frankie, but 

you got my word it won't happen again.’ 

"You bet your arse it won't, Georgie. This ain't what I'm 
used to." 

‘| know that. From now on, anything you get from me 
rll guarantee is okay. You got my personal word.’ 

'Shit.* Frank was a fair-minded man. | watched him cool 
off. ‘It ain't your word I need, Georgie. I got to have stuff I 
can move. You got to take care of me. | pay you up front, 
and you give me this bullshit. You know that ain’t right.’ 

‘Listen,’ I said. *1 don't blame you for bitching. I'm just 
telling you it won't happen again. If you want, I'll pay back 
the money and move the load some place else.’ 

I knew I had him there, The stuff was bad, but he could 
still make money on it. 

‘No,’ he said. ‘It's okay. But I want to see the Preacher. I 
want to talk to him. So you just get him up here,’ 

‘Okay, Frank. I'll take care of it.’ 

I went back upstairs, looking for blood. | was mad at 
myself for not checking on the stuff when they bagged it 
up, but I was a hell of a lot madder at Martinez. That scum- 
bag. It was Miguel's fault, too, for letting it happen. Frank's 
a noble guy. 1 liked him. And these bastards were fucking 
around with my reputation. 

First | got Ana Baños out of bed. ‘No, Mikey"s not here.’ 
Then I got Victoria Montalvo out of bed, and he's not there 


either. 

‘Well then, find him,’ I said. ‘And tell him from me to get 
his arse up here quick. Because the man ain't too happy with 
what's going on.’ 

We hung around the hotel all day, waiting for some word, 
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but nothing. either. Then he sud- 
vie dto middle of the afternoon, 
it's my fault that things have wrong. 


attitude from nobody. There was going to be some changes. 
know goddamn well what's the matter,’ | said. “You 
this thing up. You send me here with a bunch of shit 
and then ask me what's the matter? The man is bitching. 
And he's right. That Marinero stuff is garbage. He's got a 
legitimate beef.’ 

My godfather wasn't used to that tone, but he could see 1 
had reason. 

‘Then what the fuck did José do to it?’ he said, ‘I told 
him, just half a key cut to every key.’ 

"Yeah? Well, it wasn't so hot to start with, that shit. And 


That was pushing. My godfather just stood there. 

‘If it was up to me,’ I said, ‘I'd give him to Frank. He'd 
Snake chopped liver out bt that pos Of a tach: Tale 
E EEA AA — 

Miguel t t this over, looking at ‘Okay. You 
got it. Martinez is out.’ ie 

“Okay. Now what about Frank?’ 

‘Don't worry about it. Just get him over here. I'll take 
care of Frank.’ 

I didn't think he would find it that easy, but I called, and 
Frank came over at about seven that night. When he phoned 
up from downstairs, I gave him the number of my 
father's room, next door to mine, and went out in the 
to meet him. 


O tien DENE SA SGS SE 
tof elevator. 

‘Had a little trouble tracking him down,’ I said. “He 
hopped a plane as soon as he heard.’ 

‘Sure.’ Ma 
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Frank was still pissed off, but he wasn't the kind of guy 
to go crazy just because somebody screwed up somewhere, 
I took him along to the room, and as soon as he put his foot 
inside the door, Miguel went into his bullshit routine. 

‘Hey, Frankie. How's it going? You're looking good, 


man. 

‘Yeah, yeah, Mikey,” he said, ‘but you're fucking me 
around. You gave me a bunch of shit there, man. You're not 
taking care of me.’ 

‘No, Frank. Don't say that.’ My godfather tried to look 
reproachful, which wasn't easy for a guy whose happy face 
would frighten a barracuda. “It was a mistake. The guy 
either stepped on the stuff too hard or he ripped us off, I 
got to find out.’ 

‘Don't tell me your problems, Mikey. | got my own head- 
aches. All 1 know is, you sold me r1 keys of shit, and I don't 
go for that.’ 

‘Listen, I’m the one that's hurting. You think I'm dumb 
enough to try a thing like that on my best customer? You 
think I want to put myself out of business? Come on, Frank, 
I got a reputation to consider. This arsehole has screwed us 
both.’ 


Then, Mikey, you ain't minding the store, It's your 
people did this to me. What's the matter? You don’t like me 
any more?’ 

"Man, I can't watch every son of a bitch every second, 
The scumbag who did this is dead, okay? What can | tell 
you?’ 

“You tell me what I’m going to do with 11 keys of shit, 


cy. 

‘Aw, forget the rr keys, for Chrissake.’ My godfather's 
patience was getting ragged. ‘I got bigger things on my 
mind.’ 


Frank went still. I knew he wouldn't try nothing. I never 
saw him carry a piece anyway. But | had to wonder if we 
could make it out of New York. Oh, Jesus. 

‘Bigger things, Mikey?’ he said. 

Yeah.’ And my godfather smiled. ‘Like this 100 keys of 
smack I got lined up.’ 
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thing had to be EAN no 
the last qlo tt gave me? Goddamn,’ 
‘Didn't pp beck? E bL Frank, Oa pes 
big ones on the tab, 
Aa He shook his head. ‘All right, all right. So 
$ hear it. 

‘Okay,’ my godfather said. ‘Now I don't want no bullshit. 
I got this roo kilos coming in, and I'm going to make you 
my partner, All right?" 

"All right, all right - tell me.’ 

That Miguel, Partner, nothing — Frank was about to get 


‚My 
since Haiti, and 1 hadn't asked him because I 
just a pipe dream. 1 wasn't comfortable with heroin. If this 
deal went down, it meant 220 pounds of poison out on the 
streets. I'm not saying that cocaine is for you, not 
when a guy like Frank uses it to mix with smack and make 
speedballs, but it don't wreck people the same way. And 
— gaging ed hd no einen 
about my godfather's Corsican connection. | knew Miguel, 
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something else. 
I figured I to take out a little insurance. 
‘Look, I hate to butt into this love match,’ I said, “but let's 
pa straight here, You're partners on this heroin 
- fine. That's strictly 's connection. | don't know 
nothing about it. But we also got a cocaine business running 
here, and that's mine. That's te, okay? We carry on 
like before. 1 bring Frank coke and he buys it, right?’ 
‘Right,’ said my godfather. ‘I just gave Georgie the whole 
operation. | got to work on this other deal now.’ 
‘So you're not my partner, Frank,’ 1 said. ‘You're my 
ht?’ 


‘Right.’ He would have agreed to anything. The 100 keys 
had just unravelled his imagination, He acted like Mikey 
had just saved his life, and maybe he had. For a whole year 
now, it had been nothing but bust, bust, bust. People were 
getting p popped everywhere. With his connections, Frank 

to be picking up a few keys here and a few keys there, 
but the whole East Coast was in a panic. Cut down to 
around 4 or £ per cent, 100 keys of European pure could 
turn the whole goddamn situation around, If my godfather 
could get them. The way they were both talking now, Frank 
was going to take delivery tomorrow, and to me that 
spelled nothing but trouble. 

‘Listen,’ he said, ‘I want you guys to see my new house.” 

We knew Frank was building a place out on Staten Island; 
he'd told us that last time. He couldn't leave the city, but he 
wanted to give his kids a break. So he had bought a piece of 
property out in the Todt Hill section, and they were just 
moving into a brand-new Southern-style mansion. Cost over 
half a million, he said, so naturally we were curious to see 
what you got for that kind of money. Delon Bah 
room, told Ricky Acosta, who was there watching ba 
on the colour TV, to take off, warned Anna to keep the door 
locked while 1 was gone, and joined Frank and my god- 
father downstairs in Frank's gold Mercedes convertible. 

He was on a real charge that night. As we drove down- 


- town, the car radio was tuned to some black station, and 


Elijah Muhammad came on. 
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That's 


wiches, you little white mother-fuckers. It's peanut butter 


and for me.’ i 

‘Get him,’ said my godfather. “You ever hear such bull- 
dit? The guy. Mita baaa and ¡Apuros he's a 
Muslim,” 


‘Not your style, Frankie,’ I said. "You got to go down to 
Haiti with us. See your people in action. 

"Yeah, Mikey, we got to do that. Georgie told me what 
you did down - about the voodoo, and all. I got to 
catch that routine for myself.’ 
in tet —— A aee going ae ay 

e. He's to open a 
club in Port-au-Prince with some guy who's tight with the 
agitate te ee 
ppy ‘Gator?’ 


P 


money. You ought uy 
beachfront property near the city. You'd be a king down 
there.’ 


Then you always got a place to go.’ 
Meantime, he had this place out at 7 Buttonwood Road — 


cryst 

with an Oriental carpet, a piano, and bookcases against the 
wall, and on the other side, a huge living area, all the 
through to the back. He had a plush dining room, too, 
steps down to a big kitchen full of the latest equip- 
ment and with like a built-in cen for the 
food and everything. Out back was a patio, and a place for 
the swimming pool already staked out. Beyond that was a 
¡pos bit of ground. HE was going to have Jt — dnes 
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my man,’ Frank said, "You ———— sand- 


a golf course — just a couple of holes for chippinig and put- 


Then we went upstairs to look at the bedrooms. Frank's 
was as big as a baseball field, with a queen-sized bed and a 
walk-in closet like a two-car garage. But what really caught 
my eye was his bathroom, The tub was a round, sunken 
pool, in marble, with gold faucets. And the whole room 
was mirrored, the walls, the doors, the ceiling. Wherever 
you looked, you could see yourself, a dezen different 


ways, 

‘Jesus,’ I said. ‘An ugly nigger like you with all these god- 
damn mirrors?’ 

"Now how can you say l'm ugly?’ he said, admiring him- 
self this way and that. Then he caught my eye, and pre- 
tended to get mad, ‘And you calling me nigger? Hmmm.’ 
He flexed his muscles, and they were big muscles. Frank 
had style. 

He was a confident man. You didn't have to treat him 
like he was special. He knew he was. And you could trust 
that, He was too proud to screw anybody, If he gave you 
his word, you could make book on it. A lot of these guys 
have to keep reminding you all the time who they are, but 
not Frank. Just never occurred to him you might forget, so 
he never pushed people around for no reason. 

Never needed hangers-on, like most of them do, Never 
had bodyguards around him all the time. Never went 
armed — not that / saw. And yet nobody ever messed with 
him, It's known Frank has dumped five or six people, If you 
take a shot at him and miss, that's your arse. If you cross 
him, you got to kill him on the spot, If you steal from him 
or threaten him in any way, then you better find a deep hole 
to hide in. Because he will put $40,000 on your head. And 
if that ain't enough, then $100,000. If there's black people 
around, there ain't nowhere he can't find you. 

And that was why I had this worry in the back of my 
mind. After all the talk, if my godfather goofed — if it all 
came down in the end to a load of Miguel bullshit — we 
could both wind up in a case of dog food. But for now we 
were family. Nothing was too good for us, After seeing the 
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house, my godfather was in the mood to snort a little 
cocaine, 


‘Hey, Frank,’ he said, as we got out of the car at the Sky- 
line. ‘I need an ounce, And none of that shit I just sent you, 
I mean the real stuff.’ 

Miguel just loved to live dangerously. A couple of hours 
before, Frank wouldn't have laughed. 
"You got it, baby,’ he said. ‘Come on, Georgie. We'll take 























So off we went again. Frank was quiet for a time. Then 
he said: te Georgie — we're tight, right?’ 

‘Sure,’ I "We're tight.’ 

"Well, we got to work this thing out now. For the 100 


‘Sure, Frank. But, like I say, right now 1 don’t know more 
than you do, He ain't to me about it,’ 

‘Okay. But you'll be bringing it up through Haiti? I mean, 
like that's the route you got, right?" 
"Yeah, I guess so.’ 


ths GaSe: “You gor scchething on your mind. Gaoreinf™ 

‘Me? No. I'm just the cautious type, that's all. I got 

find out what's going on,’ 

"All right, But I'm ready. Anything you need, you got. 

You just tell me.’ 

‘Sure, Frank. That's good to know.’ 

‘He took me to an apartment he had on Clarkson Avenue, 

ae rasm A eee | 

busted open. He gave me a big piece of 

~ ‘That's dynamite stuff, Georgie. Take what you want,’ 
So I took a good ounce, and as | turned around, 1 caught 

him looking at me kind of funny. 

‘Something wrong ?’! said. 

‘No. I got a coat that's small on me. I just bought the 

goddamn thing at Leighton's. And if it’s small on me, it 

might fit you. Just hold it right there.’ 

came back with a beautiful white jacket that must 

cost $200 at least, and held it open for me. ‘Here, try 


it on.’ 
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a run out to Brooklyn. We got to take care of the Preacher.’ _ 


It fitted like it was made for me. 
That's got to mean something, Georgie,’ he said. '1 want 
you to keep it. Me and you are going to make a name for 


‘Don't say that, Frankie, I don't want to be famous, I 
want to be rich,’ 

“We'll take care of that, too.’ He walked me to the door. 
‘Just bring me more of those rocks, man. My people are 
waiting on me, They say | got the godfather connection.’ 

‘Sure, Frank, And thanks for the coat,’ 

"You take care, now. You got cab fare?’ 

"Yeah, Frank. 1 got it.’ 

Jesus. I just hoped Mikey knew what he was doing. 1 
h a cab on Flatbush and darted back to have a little 
talk with the godfather connection. First I gave him the 
ounce. 

‘Listen,’ 1 said. ‘Before you blow your brains out with 
that stuff, I want to ask you something. This 100 keys — is 
that solid? And no bullshit now. You save that for Frank.’ 

‘It's solid,’ He took a big snort, right out of the spoon, 
and opened his eyes wide. It was several seconds before he 
could speak again. ‘I told you. | know this Frenchman in 
Caracas. He's got big connections in Marseilles.’ 

"Yeah, I know. You said that. But Frank's talking like he's 
going to get the stuff next week.’ 

‘He's hurting. He needs it.’ My godfather blasted his other 
nostril with a second spoonful, and blinked like he'd walked 
into a wall. He sighed, several times, But Frank knows bet- 
ter than that.’ 

"Does he? You talked like it was all set. Already he's ask- 
ing me how we're going to handle the delivery.’ 

‘So tell him.’ He pushed the tinfoil package my way. “You 
want some?’ 

‘No,’ I said. ‘Tell him what? I don't know a goddamn 
thing about this deal.’ 

“You know enough.’ He looked at me a bit sharp. ‘And so 
does he. That's pretty good stuff. I wonder where he got 
it.’ 

‘Shit.’ 
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"What's the matter?’ 

‘Well, shit — either I'm in this deal or I'm out of it. And 
if I'm in it, I ought to know what's going on, I don't even 
know what I'm supposed to do.’ 

‘| told you.‘ My godfather frowned. "You're going to 
bring the stuff over from Haiti. How you get it to Frank is 
your business. That's all you got to worry about.’ 

“What, 100 keys? On the William Express? You're kid- 

me. 

"Not all at once. Christ. It'll come in four or five 
loads, And we'll use the other boat as well — the José 
Express. Evaristio’s got a guy on that one, too.’ 

That was better. ‘The stuff comes in at Caracas?’ 

‘Right.’ | 

‘How are you going to move it to Haiti?’ 

1 don't know. Why don't you let me worry about that. I 
may buy an airplane.’ 

Oh, Jesus. Frank wants to know. He asked me already.’ 

‘Fuck Frank.’ The coke was shifting his gears in front of 
my eyes. ‘We're gonna put him on top of the whole god- 
damn heap. Frank waits on us. All he's got to do is come up 
with a million dollars.’ 

‘Is that all?’ I said. ‘Oh, well..." 

‘He can do that, Certainly he can do that, Easy. Seven 
thousand a shot to the Frenchman — makes $700,000. Plus 
a thousand a key moving it to Haiti. Plus another thousand 
getting it to Frank. $900,000, right?" 

He lined up another spoon and fired it in, rubbing the 
side of his nose to make sure it was still there, Then his eyes 
unfocused, and he sat like a statue for a while. 

‘For that kind of money, he's got a right to take an in- 
terest,’ I said. 

My godfather laughed unexpectedly, “Yeah, I guess he 
has. Maybe I'll take him down there with me. Introduce 
him to a few people. You know what this is going to mean 
to that guy? The way are right now? He's got to 
make himself a clear ro . just on this one deal.’ 

"Yeah, well — could be,’ I "With 100 keys of pure 
hit — what? Twenty times? Twenty-five?’ 


‘Pure?’ looked at me like he was in pain. ‘Pure? 
You crazy? He ain't getting no pure. We're going to hit that 
shit one-on-one like always.’ 

Oh, my lord. Now we were talking about two hundred 


kilos, 

big phon ——— ‘Suppose we cut the stuff 
in Haiti. Why not? We could do all the delay work before 
we even hit Miami. Luis the Junkman can handle it. We'll 
find a place and get him over there with a couple of guys.’ 

That made sense — except it doubled the number of boat 
trips. But Miguel had shifted into overdrive and was running 
ahead of me out of sight. 

“Hold it,’ I said. ‘Frank still gets a hundred?" 

‘Right. Costs him two million, okay? That's just for 
openers. Henry Morgan says he'll pay up to thirty thousand 
a crack for good merchandise, so let's say we throw him 
fifty. What's that? Another million and a half? Okay. Same 
thing in Puerto Rico. The whole goddamn island is dry. We 
can get thirty thousand a key there easy. So what have we 
got? Five million? Minus a million up front? That's two 
million dollars each.’ 

1 didn't know what to say. 

‘Plus,’ he said, “we sell Frank the connection for another 
two million.’ 

I shook my head in a daze. 

“Unless you want to do it again,’ he said, misunderstand- 


‘No, no,’ I said. ‘That'll do. I'm not greedy.’ 

Not being as souped up as Miguel, I was slower to take 
this all in. At the head of the line, we would help ourselves 
to the first slice, but the real mind-blowing numbers came 
after. With a panic on, our 100-key load would make maybe 
three tons of junk by the time it got down to the street. 
Worth, what? $75 million? $100 million? 

It was just beginning to get through to me that, because 
of famine prices and shortages and everything, we were 
probably talking about a deal that would gross up into one 
of the biggest single crimes in history. 

‘So when's it going to happen?" I said, a bit shaky. 








‘When I get down to Venezuela and start turning the 
wheels.' 


‘And when will that be?’ I asked him., 

He dragged his fourth spoonful into his second nostril 
and pinched his nose tight, staring at me bug-eyed. 

‘Soon,’ he said, ‘Soon,’ 


12 


The big squeeze was starting to hurt. So far, New York had 
been the least affected of the major cities, although the East 
Coast shipping strike that summer had sharply reduced the 
level of imports, The wholesalers still operating had tried to 
maintain New York's supplies at the expense of other mar- 
kets, but prices were already 25 per cent up since the first 
of the year. This meant not only that addicts had to steal 
more but also more addicts. Every stretched-out junkie from 
out of town who could thumb a ride or raise the bus fare 
was now homing in from the cold. 

Outward signs of distress, however, were less dramatic 
than usual (except for a fever of street crime). This time, 
methadone had taken the edge off the panic; the number of 
sweating, grey-faced addicts found doubled-up in their own 
puke in West Side doorways was much smaller than in 
previous dry spells. But below the surface the situation was 
dangerously unstable, As the flow of narcotics tapered off, 
many dealers took their vacations early, heading South to 
avoid importunate clients, to seek new connections or wait 
for happier times. Others, like Big El Bynum and Louis 
Cirillo, went away more or less permanently at the govern- 
ment's expense. The rest — those with something to sell or 
the resources to corner such supplies as there were — grew 
richer and more powerful every day. In Boston, a kilo of 
pure heroin sold by the ounce could now fetch $800,000 
wholesale. Little by little, mostly by default, the whole of 
the drug trade was falling into the hands of the few big 

tors remaining in business, and most of these bought 
from Frank Matthews. 

With almost a year’s work behind them, Miller, Rawald, 
Garay, and the rest of Group 12 went on watching him 
with a near-physical yearning to punish his insolence. They 
were still not much closer to bringing him down, but their 
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away without too much trouble, but then on, he 
A ee 
knowledge of American restrictions on the tion and 


sale of quinine, U.S. Customs officers certainly did. 
was he supposed to tell them if 
the stuff was for? 

On 17 June, Rosenbaum called in at the Phil 
office of the BNDD, identified himself, and made 
a sporting proposition. If they would allow him to 
$50.000 worth of cutting materials and take his 
would then tell them when and where to seize the 


To his entirely justified amazement, the offer was rejec- 
ted out of hand. Even more remarkably, no effort was made 
to keep an eye on Rosenbaum after this interview. Not con- 
tent with rejecting a chance to incriminate three major 
violators of the drug laws, the local agents also omitted to 
ensure that Rosenbaum did not go ahead with the deal in any 
case, which, of course, he did. When the mannite cleared 
customs at the end of June, he and Darby arranged for its 
collection from the airport and its delivery to a stash on 
Sherman Avenue in Newark, New Jersey. 

(In BNDD's defence, it might be argued that the Bureau 
would have laid itself open to severe criticism if it had 
knowingly allowed an informant to profit from a criminal 

‚ but elsewhere its agents were finding ways 
around this kind of problem every day. Nobody ever ques- 
tioned, for example, the practice of paying informants. The 
Philadelphia office could therefore have seized both the 
goods and the $50,000, and paid Rosenbaum for his informa- 
tion a sum equivalent to the profit he had expected to make 
on the deal. Everybody would then have been happy, except 
for Darby, Beckwith, and Matthews, 

If the objection remains that this would simply have put 
a gloss on what was still unethical conduct, then standards 
of decorum in John Mitchell's Department of Justice were 
higher than previously supposed. And even if they "were, 
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there is no explaining the assumption that Rosenbaum 
would abandon the project just because the Bureau had re- 
fused to countenance it.) 

Rosenbaum went on to become a valuable associate of 

although the closest he ever came to —— 

ine for him was to inquire if Santana Progal coul 

it. With Darby, and Frank Matthews's 
ue for $15,000, he set up a company called the Herald 
Corporation, with the object of buying stock in a new bank 
about to be formed in Philadelphia. When it came to 
laundering street money, there was nothing quite like own- 
ing a piece of a bank — unless it was owning a casino. With 
the prospect of legalized gambling in Atlantic City, Rosen- 
baum and the Herald Corporation also began to take a close 
interest in the real estate market there, 

But if the BNDD had lost, temporarily at least, a good 
witness in Rosenbaum, it found another in Babe Cameron, 
Matthews's main man in his home town of Durham. 
Thanks to District Attorney Anthony M. Brannon, who in- 
duced Cameron's lieutenant Dan Barbee to turn informer, 
Cameron caved in after being charged with dealing nar- 
tics, and also with the murder of one of his customers, 
died of an overdose. No stranger to prison — he 
had spent ten of his first thirty years behind bars · Cameron 
found the idea of another fifteen years to life in the peni- 
tentiary was more than he could bear. 

In New York, Donald James now saw the light as well. 
Already cooperating with the Brooklyn District Attorney 
as a witness against his partner ‘Dutch Schultz’ Daniels and 
the other principals of New York's leading street-level drug 
James was also in pawn to the federal government for 
selling ‘weight’ to a BNDD undercover agent on two oc- 
casions a year earlier. Set up, therefore, for a one-two, state- 
federal combination punch that could knock him out of 
circulation for thirty years or more, he was inclined to risk 
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him its protection as well as freedom from prosecution. 
With Coleman, Cameron, and James; with many smaller 
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with, perhaps. 
Miller went channels to see if he could get ac- 
cess to ODALE's files, and met William Callahan coming in 


Meanwhile, they had a lot of wiretap tapes to listen to, . 
s answering 


On one of them was a call taken by Matthews’ 
service at five o'clock in the afternoon of 2 July. "a 
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‘Mr Matthews,’ announced the 
‘Could I please leave a message 
‘Surely. Who's calling?’ 
‘Georgie.’ 


7 

"Yes, ma'am,’ 

"And your number?’ 

"445-1127. Area code 305. In Miami.’ 

"305-445-1127?" 

"Yes, ma'am.’ 

“What's the rest of the —?' 

‘Call me as soon as possible,’ 

‘Okay.’ 

Thank you.” 

"You're welcome.’ 

The caller hung up. 

"Who the hell is Georgie?’ Miller asked. 

Nobody knew. 

But his business with Matthews was obviously urgent, be- 
cause at 1:43 the following morning he called again, and 
again left his Miami number with the operator. 

On 6 July, Miller was presented with another puzzle, 
Matthews's service answered a call from a New York opera- 
tor, who said: There was a call made and billed to this 
number going to Caracas, Venezuela. Is that acceptable?’ 

"Who's making it?’ asked the woman on the service 
switchboard. 

‘Umm — he said he was a preacher's son. It was going to 
Mr Marcello Cabot.’ 

‘This is an answering service, honey. I don't know ...’ 

"It was his answering service.’ 

‘Oh. Okay. Yes, it’s okay.’ 

‘Thank you.’ 

This obviously wasn't good enough for the overseas 
operator, who came back on the line seconds later to clarify 
matters, - 

‘Mr Matthews,’ said his service, picking up. 

‘This is overseas operator.’ 
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tor. "Hello?" 
ma'am?’ asked the 








‘Yes, operator?’ 
“Mr Frank Frank Matthews is making a call from another tele- 


and would like to have it charged to this number.’ 
That's — that's okay.’ 
‘Thank you,’ 
She hung up. 
"Who the hell is Marcello Cabot?" Miller asked. 
Nobody knew. 
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My godfather was in no hurry to get to Caracas. Me and 
Anna left him at the Skyline, and it was a couple of days 
before he showed up in Miami. Ricky Acosta was with him. 
‘He wants in on the action,’ Miguel said to me, 
‘Aw, shit, We don't need him.’ 
“Yeah, but I owe the guy. And he needs the bread.’ 
Then why don't I talk to Orlando?’ 1 said. ‘See if he can 
cop 100 pounds of grass some place, They run it up to New 
sessions inn et seca id toes or them- 


— Ask him. I'll check with José Martinez.’ 

‘Suit yourself,’ I said. ‘But Orlando could use the exer- 
CE All te does le — 

Before Orlando could get his arse in gear, Martinez made 
a connection for 80 pounds at $225 a pound. 

‘How about it, Ricky?’ my godfather said. 

‘Hey, listen. I can get $500 a pound for it up there without 
even That's if I had $18,000." 

Tu t the money.’ And when Ricky started to thank 
him, Miguel cut him short. ‘But you better know what 
you're doing, because I'm making you responsible for this 
shit, understand? I want the eighteen thousand back, plus 





_ $100 a pound, plus whatever | give you for expenses.’ 


‘You got it, man. That's like money in the bank.’ 

‘Okay. Then you take care of it, Georgie.’ 

So Georgie took care of it. While I went to get the money, 
Ricky fixed the time and place with Martinez, and that 
night we drove over to a house on 11th Street, between 17th 
and 18th Avenues. Martinez let us in. He seemed nervous. 

The guys will be here in a minute,' he said, ‘I got a gun 
over there on the sofa. Under the pillow.' And he led the 


“Ricky didn't follow right away. “What's he telling us for?’ 
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he said to me, “If he needs a gun, he can go get it and use it, l 


right? He wants us to use it? What is it with this punk-arse 
son of a bitch?" 

Nobody talked much for five minutes. Then somebody 
knocked at the door and Martinez went down to let in these 
two kids. 

“You got the stuff?’ 

"We got it,’ they said. ‘Eighty pounds.’ 

“Okay. Start it up. Ml come out with you and open 
the gate, You can bring the car into the back yard.’ 

The load was in one-pound bricks, and as they brought 
them up, we weighed them. It looked like pretty good stuff, 
but that whole weed scene turned me off. Amateurs, all of 
them, and full of romantic bullshit about having adventures 
and feeling like heroes. They dumped the last of the load on 
the table and waited while we checked it. Then | tipped out 
on the bed the $18,000 in my flight bag, and their eyes 


* said one of them. 


omorrow I'll take you to this dealer I know,’ I said. 
‘And José will have this shit all packed up and ready to go, 
Pe Seal te de might any someting; but cho 
e e t say his 
mind. “Sure, Georgie,’ he said. 
Next morning | fixed Ricky up with a clean little 


- Big moment. Couple of minutes before that, we'd 
Cosmo 


And that's exactly what he did. He got in the car and left 


Neale e 
‘I 't let you go, Orlando,’ I told him. ‘T need you 
Martinez is out. Mikey's going to Caracas. I got to 
an organization, and you're it.” 

"Well, shit, Georgie — I could really have used the bread, 
man. I'm just about busted on my arse.’ 


where you really start to make it. Only I need a contact for 
some lactose.’ 

"No sweat,’ Orlando said. ‘I got a connection in a drug- 
store. The one on the comer of gth Court and 8th Street — 
right next to Isabelita’s.’ 

en I said. ‘Great. You're on stand-by.’ 


My Corvette, which I'd had for like a month. One night 
— Anna and Orlando were with me — I was coming off the 
Expressway after dicing a little with another Stingray, and 
the front broke as | went to make a right turn. 
do- 
ing ron, Lacroix must have been holding it together 
with his bare hands. Anyway, we pushed the son of a bitch 
into a garage, and | told the guy to call Don Allen Chevrolet 
in the morning and have them send a wrecker, 

Next day, | went over there myself. The car was 
still in warranty, and I wanted to see the guy I bought it 


- from. So while I waited for him I looked around their Cor- 
- vette showroom, and boom! In love again. There was this 


white one with a red interior, and it spoke to me. So 


| did the sticker. It said $6,800. 
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Something told me, Don't buy it. But something else said, 
What the hell? When the guy came over, all 
about the car they just towed in, I told him I wasn't happy 
with it no more. 


*] want that one,’ I said. 
He thought it over, figuring out sums in his head the way 


they do. Tell you what,” he said. You give me the car you 
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got, plus thirty-five hundred, and it’s yours.’ 

‘It's mine,’ 1 said. ‘Don't go away.’ 

I was goddamned if I was going to pay for it myself, not 
aggravation in New York with Frank, 
now with Ricky Acosta. So I went to see my godfather. 
‘Hey, look,’ I said. ‘I need $4,000." 

‘Take it,’ he said. "Don't bother me." 


Every day I'd check to see what was happening, and 
Shop, getting himself cleansed 


‘Good,’ 1 said. ‘Because we got things to do. He's 
posed to be in South America,’ = 

‘Unless the spirits are with him, he will accomplish noth- 
ing. Such things cannot be hurried. But I can tell you this. 
Miguel has promised the spirits that when he leaves for 
Venezuela the cocaine operation is yours.’ 

I guess that made it official. 
And you know why?" Barbarito said. This ceremony to- 
day has proved your loyalty to He could not leave 
before the spirits showed him whom he could trust. And 
they say you would give your life for him.’ 

"Yeah?" I wasn't completely sure about that. ‘Well, I 
guess he'd do the same for me.’ 

‘I guess he would,’ said Barbarito, but he didn't seem 
completely sure about it, either. 8 
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‘Look,’ I said. “We both know you're going to get drunk 
o: Tale Oil 

y , 

‘Sure,’ he said. “Don't worry about it.’ 

Next morning, about 6:30, the phone woke me up, and 
it was Ana Baños. 

"Your godfather's in jail,’ she said. 

Shit! ! 1 was out of bed like somebody fired a thousand 
volts through it. 

But then | thought, what could be so bad? We were 
clean — unless they found cocaine in his goddamn pocket. 
A ———— 

at. 

"What did he do?" 

‘He wrecked the car,’ she said, and I started to breathe 


"Bad? 

She laughed. Apparently he had left a bar, very drunk, 
climbed into his Pontiac Grand Prix, and driven it flat out 
six feet in front of him - a 
car belonging to the guy he had just been drinking with. 

the crash, the guy came out on the sidewalk just in 
time to see my godfather reverse out of the wreck like a 
crazy man and take off, everything screaming. Being a 
friend of his, he didn't tell the cops or nothing, figuring he'd 
catch up with him later, when he sobered up, but then a 
l car latched on to Miguel anyway as he went storm- 
down the avenue. And all he had to hear was that siren. 
just floored that son of a bitch and hauled arse. 
They chased him for half an hour. The bastard was hav- 
the time of his life, blasting through red lights, charging 


the traffic coming at him on one-way streets, sideswiping 
cars i 


or forcing them off the road. Finally, when he 
had half the prow! cars in the city on his tail, he took one 
chance too many and drove into a wall, giving himself a 
O Ue T e De 

of the Grand Prix and drove the body over to Dade 
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"What the hell did you do?" 
7 don't remember,’ he said. ‘And don't bug me. I got a 
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‘Never mind Venezuela. I just want to go home.’ 
So we put him to bed, and later that morning I went over 


his name was Cabot or something, but the car's in- 


sured in some other name, Why don't you talk to the office 


to Packer Pontiac to see about his car, which had been 
towed in there. How he got out of that thing with justa 
lump on the head I'll never know. The Prix looked 


like it had been worked over from end to end with a 
ete heen toy O OR E 

mechanics I knew there came up to me funny 
look on his face. * 

‘You got anything to do with that car, Georgie?" he said, 

‘It belongs to my godfather, Why?" 

He looked around to make sure nobody was 

‘No,’ I said. ‘But it looks like my godfather is.’ 


Federal agents? It didn't make sense. Why would they 
case? 


about it?’ 

“Yeah, I'll do that.’ 

But first I went and talked to a lawyer I knew, I laid $500 
on his desk and told him to call me the minute he found out 
what was going on. Then I went home to wait, not worried 
exactly, but unsettled by all this bullshit. When you're tied 
in with two guys who make as much noise as my godfather 
and Frank Matthews, then you got to wonder about the 


future. ; 

da jth eg mico Ania 
seemed Barbarito had been right — the spirits were with my 
godfather, There was a New York warrant out for him 
since 1970 for failing to answer a gun charge. When they'd 
booked him for drunk driving that morning, the Miami 
had naturally taken his fingerprints, but with a tank 
ull of drunks, they hadn't gotten around to processing 
them until after his bond was posted. As soon as they did, 
of course, the guy they had booked as Marcello Cabot - 
because that was what his papers said — turned out to be 
Miguel Garcia, a fugitive from New York, which made it a 

federal matter. 
It was bad enough, but not as bad as I'd thought. I 
hopped in my new Corvette and set a new course record to 

Isle. 


‘Oh, there you are,’ he said, obviously feeling better. ‘I 
just heard from the Venezuelans. You better go up and see 
Frank, We need $30,000." 

"Never mind about that,’ I said. ‘Right now, we got to 
worry about you. You really opened a can of worms with 
this shit.’ I told him what had happened. 

Luckily, there was a phoney address along with the 


stupid name on his phoney papers. Otherwise, he would 


drunk-driving 
‘How long will it take to fix this thing?" I | 
bie lez dc —— 
ou better talk to the office,’ he said. There's some 
front before we put a wrench on it.’ 
"What kind of problem?’ n 


I don't know,’ he said. The guy who wreckedijt told 
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heard about it already from the federal agents. 1 got 
him packed and over to the airport inside an hour, put him 
on the first plane out heading south, and waved Marcello 


- Cabot goodbye. 
Next problem. 
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‘I hope he gets arrested,” Anna said. ‘I hope you all get 


busted on your arse.’ 

‘Oh, thanks a lot,‘ I said. 

‘Coke I don't mind. That's for rich But heroin? 
That's sick. You know what it does to kids?" 


“Yeah, I know. I'm not too crazy about the idea myself.’ 

‘Then stay out of it. We don't need that. It’s dirty money.’ 

‘I tried to talk him out of it, baby — honest. 1 told him, 
“Shit, the same way we can move 100 keys of horse, we can 
move 100 keys of coke.'* 

‘So what did he say?" 

‘He said there's not the same profit, and he's right. We'd 
have to bring in 400 keys of coke to make the same,’ 

‘Dirty money. I don't want it. I hope they bust the son 
of a bitch.’ 

‘Don't say that, baby. You know if he gets stuck I'm not 
going to turn my back. Even if 1 did stay out, somewhere 
along the way he's going to need my help, and then I'll be in 
gt Ani Sige passe pe nc gi beginning 


have to stick my hand in it, one way or the other.’ 

‘Then you're going to do it without me.” 

‘Aw, come on, baby — we're talking about a million 
dollars. Then we retire.’ 

‘It's dirty money. | don't want it.’ 

“Well, you think about it. Because I got to go see Frank 
now and get us another $30,000 of his dirty money. Be- 
cause that's what you're wearing, baby. That's what pays 
the rent and buys the groceries — Frank's dirty money.’ 

‘I never thought 1 was hurting nobody,’ she said. 


A few days later, I called Frank a couple of times to let - 


him know I was coming. By this time, I figured Ricky 
Acosta would have unloaded the weed, so I called him as 
at 
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"No, First, | want you ee mer 
U OL do aiie ttle bit of business 
; ~ 


the money, he ran me over to the Renaissance Motel in New 
Jersey, where I was staying this time. It was still early — 
the afternoon — so I tried Frank again, and 


Nat was there. ‘Hey, how's it going, Georgie?" he said, ‘I 
hear you're going to make us all rich.’ 

I took hold of his lapel, like I was feeling the quality. 
e dió, 
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‘Hanging in there, Mr G,' he said. ‘Just waiting to hear 
from Santa Claus.’ 

"Yeah, well. He got a little high and crashed his reindeer.’ 

"Yeah, I heard about that.’ He was talking light, but that 
didn't mean he was kidding around. ‘So | guess that puts 
more on you, right? If he ain't coming back?’ 

‘No,’ I said. Mikey gets the stuff to Haiti. I get it to you. 
Same as before. If he takes care of his end, I'll take care of 
mine.’ 


‘No ifs, baby. All I want to hear is when.’ 

"You better talk to your partner about that.’ I didn't like 
the trend. I wasn't going to take from nobody. “I 
ain't heard a word since | got him out of town. And for 
right now I need thirty thousand.’ 

He must have caught the change in my voice, because 
then he relaxed and got up smiling. 

‘I know. He told me. But he said forty.’ 

"No, thirty’s enough.’ 

Son of a bitch. He was playing games. He was trying to 
make me for what my godfather did. 

I unbuttoned my shirt and stowed the money away in the 
belt I was wearing underneath. It was all in new hundreds, 
but checking myself in the mirror, I looked like I'd suddenly 


put on 30 pounds, 
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You over, 2° said Nat. “We could check 
out a of places ee l 

‘Hey, nothing I'd like better, but I got to get back.’ That 
was all I needed, to be seen town with a 
dope dealer. ‘I got a rock pile waiting in Haiti.’ 

That's my man,’ said Frank. ‘Just you move it on up here, 
You got a car?’ 


Frank in a hurry was like my godfather drunk. He was 
niche Dgo — 
ound one all right. He drove into the back of the goddamn 
thing as it stopped for a light on Riverside Drive. Not that 
hard, but enough to shake up the driver, who came back 
ready to make trouble. Before he could open his mouth, 


at him for a second, hating his guts so much it was turning 
him grey. Then he took the money and walked away with- 
out a word. 

"All you need is Jove,’ I said. The guy had started yelling 


at his passenger the cab window. 
Yeah,’ said Frank. ‘But a million or two don't hurt.’ And 
I couldn't disagree with him there. 


Now I had the money, 1 figured I might as well head back 
to Miami. But first | wanted to buy some shoes, so when we 
finally tagged a cruising 


nd pace ema ee rc 

y to get at the money to for them, and 

aot a bitch dani mon Kalk os bie aac when DA 

saw that great thick belt full of hundreds. 
wW. 


f 
: 
i 
f 
a 
Ä 
4 


d 
: 
: 
i 
< 
: 
¿ 
; 


along and rode back to the Renaissance. It took only a few 
minutes to move Ricky’s $12,600 from under the mattress 
into the other shoe boxes, and | was on my way to Newark 


rport. 
I was looking forward to a few days at home with Anna, 


e 


Td been running around a lot, which never improved her 


temper, and I had to make her understand I was on a three- 
and-two count with my . After he gave me the 
whole cocaine business, there was no way I could refuse to 
help him. But it was strictly a one-shot deal, and | wanted 
her to know that. Once it was over, | was going to retire 
from the business and spend a few years seeing the 
world before settling down to something else, something 
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just couldn't walk away from it. We spent the rest of the 
night working on our relationship. 

Next morning, I went out to buy some lengths of vinyl 
and a good stapler. On the way back, I called in to see 
Barbarito. Miguel had made me promise to do that before 
every trip, and I knew Barbarito would tell him if I didn't, 
It was times like these when I really felt 1 was earning my 


money 
‘Go to the grocery store,’ he said, ‘and some split 
peas, some white beans, some red beans, some corn- 


house, facing outward, Then brush yourself down with the 
sack — long strokes, and away from you, like this’ · and he 
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in 
probably on account of his spiritual condition 
and I'd gone with them to Barbarito's to get it checked out, 
anea poor WENS Was ir.a qlo Adee pai n 
were y crowding him. The minu 
down and cut loose with the weeds and 


feeding 
and skin in front of the altar, like they had in Haiti. 


Well, this goddamn sheep didn't want to go, and fought 
Willie to a standstill before he finally got it. Then they sat 
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weck, just working him over to get him clean. 

‘Made all the difference — right, Willie?’ 

"Yeah, well ... Yeah, I guess so.’ 

‘Well, you got to keep it up, you know,’ I said. “Next 
time I talk to Mikey, I'll ask him what you got to do next.’ 

‘Oh, shit,’ he said. 

And now finally it was the Venezuelans' turn to give me a 
time. I copped the Air France connection to Haiti next 
morning, skimming into Pétionville again over those crazy 
huts along the runway, and took a cab to El Rancho. Since 
the last trip, diplomatic relations had been restored between 
Venezuela and Haiti, and so the whole team was there — 
Perez and Medina, with their ds, and Diaz, who had 
tome alone, The hotel was so I checked in with him. 

; wrong, Pedro?’ I said, after we talked for a 
couple of minutes. He was acting like his pet dog had died, 
"We got problems?’ 

He shrugged. “You got the money?’ 

"Well, of course I've got the money. Why wouldn't I 
have the money?’ 

‘Okay. Then let me go talk to Medina.’ 

He left me wondering. And I understood even less what 
was going on when Medina came back with him and they 
stood by the door fidgeting and waiting for each other to 
ne 

‘Come on, fellers,’ I said. “What's the bad news?’ 

‘It’s the money, Georgie,’ Medina said. ‘Can I have it?’ 

I looked them both over pretty hard. “What's this?" I said. 
‘Something new?’ 


A 
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“ie ati cee Pedro said, ‘He wants to see the money 

‘Oh, yeah? Well, ] want to see the stuff first. Fuck him. 
What the hell's the matter with Albino?" 

Medina could see a storm blowing up, and looked to Pedro 
S tree 

it don't mean nothing. He's just a little 
— 

‘So am I a little touchy,’ 1 said, getting madder by the 
second. ‘Why all the goddamn drama? How much have you 
got?’ 

‘Four.’ 

‘Four? Only four? What the fuck's going on here?’ 

Medina tried to palm me off with a chicken-shit grin. ‘It’s 
like Pedro said, He's just a little touchy.’ 

‘What about?’ And now I was really yelling, ‘You got 
what you asked for. | gave you $10,000 in Miami, right? If 
you wanted more you should have said so. 

‘1 know, Georgie. But what can I tell you? He says if he 
don't see the money up front ...' And he shrugged. 

So I sat down on the bed, taking my time. 

' I said, like we were now dis- 


, everybody happy. Or he can fack us around and see 
he likes dealing out of a pine box.’ 

co looked at Pedro, who showed him his empty 

‘You go bring me the stuff,’ I said, ‘and I'll give you the 
money. Like always.’ 

Five minutes later, they were back with the four kilos. 
Without a word, Medina unloaded them on to the bed from 
a suitcase, 

‘Fine,’ 1 said. ‘Four keys, That's sixteen thousand, right? 
Or has the price gone up, too?’ 

"No, no, price is the same.’ 

‘Okay. We give you ten already, so we owe you six.’ And 
1 counted out sixty $100 bills, right into his hands. Now 
we're square, right?’ “a 
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‘Right,’ said Medina. ‘TI take it to him.’ 
“Wait a minute.’ 
Cb ate cy reja y 
diga: cepa the rest of the money 
on to the bed alongside the cocaine. ‘$24,000, That's six 
ee IE Don. - and don't bother to count it, 
Just ask that arsehole if he's happy now.’ 

Pedro helped Medina pack the money in the suitcase but 
be- 


ro 
behind when he left with it. As the door closed 
hind him, he shook his head and laughed. 

‘Fucking Indians,’ he said. 

"Yeah, yeah — but I don't have time for this horseshit. 
You're the one we're counting on — I told you that, We got 
to keep these guys moving. Four kilos — shit! I got a man 
who'll take all I bring him. He's crying for it. We got to get 
this up to 10 or 15 keys a trip, 

"Weil, we tan get them for you — ain't no doubt about 
that. Til lean on José a little bit, and we'll talk to Albino 
some more.” 

"Well, you look out for us, Pedro, and we'll take care of 

- you know that.’ 

‘Sure,’ he said. ‘Just leave it to me.’ 

We stapled the four kilos into the vinyl Pd brought, and 
stashed them in the closet, Then we went to check on the 
boat, and waiting outside the hotel was Paul-Baptiste, who 
greeted me like a brother. So I threw him a fifty to be getting 
on with, and we drove down to the pier. 

I had four days to wait before the William Express was 
due in, which was fine by me. | needed the time to follow up 
on my contacts and spot locations. Next morning, Medina 
took off with his girlfriend, and later on the Doctor went, 

too — | never did see him on that trip. But Pedro was in no 
Say a0 pet back to his wife, and so we routided up Antolie 
and set out with Paul-Baptiste to win friends and influence 
le, 


op of the list was Charles, the bandleader, With roo 
kilos of horse coming together in Marseilles, | badly needed 
that introduction to his friend the customs boss, but there 
we struck out, Charles was away with his band in the 
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islands some and I couldn't find cither, But 
I lined Age pampas ger pág va ae an DAR ge weaker Cont UES and $e nuna the 
do the 


delay the shipment, and by the 
dio de zu won jo pad you cut 
shop- 


adopt me. 
It didn't take much, Haiti is a poor country. On my 
— ape ugs acetone to cover it. Then 


E 


5 


of that time you pour off any acetone left on top of the mix- 
you spoon the stuff out on to a flat surface and 
let it dry. This six or seven hours, but can speed 


crumbles into dust when you pinch it or push it through a 
. And it's not sweet any more. The acid has given it 
a bit of a bite, a ting that goes well with the freeze of the 
coke. 

on 

so easy. He Better yet, it won't go bad either, so if you miss your con- 
piano on board and nobody nection after cutting the load, you don't have to go crazy 
wraps 


doors, But I wanted some workers in a hurry or a J 7 

muscle for local protection or if I had to disappear for a things up if you want with a couple of heat lamps. 
while, then I now knew what to do. I'd made myself at When it's ready, the stuff looks as hard as a rock, but it 
home. 


i 
f 
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trying to move it some place else, It was a bit more trouble, 
it up,’ sald Pedro. ‘You but it sure as hell improved the shelf life of the product. 


going to cut that your godfather — So now I was real anxious to try it. After what happened 
dr — = with the last load, I was going to make certain Frank had 
‘Hey, now tell me again about that,’ I said. ‘We were go- nothing to bitch about this time. Instead of cutting the four 
ing to do it a couple of loads back, but we run out of time. keys one-on-one to make eight, | was going to make just six 
eah, it takes a little longer, but it's worth it,’ and, with the new cut, really knock him on his arse. As soon 


And as Paul-Baptiste airport, Pedro as I got back to Miami, I sent Orlando around to his drug- 
re cuts rua po e TT store friend with a list of what we needed. He came back all 


os ato BORN CEA iringa PO A TOO SA proud of himself, 


I know who do it with aspirin, bicarbonate of soda ‘No problem,’ he said. ‘I put the order in, and Aguero says 
Bosco salt, boric acht, and oven plath old ula Jalil os he'll have the stuff in a couple of days.’ 

want to be fancy, and you got a drugstore connection, then ‘Fantastic. What's it going to cost us? 

Prank also used to cut heroin. But, for my money, the best ‘No, I mean what does he want for himself? 

thing when you're dealing ‘weight’ is lactose. It’s not hard Nothing,’ Orlando said. “He's my friend’ — 

to find, which is important when you need a lot of it, and it ‘Oh, come on. All the more reason..If he's a friend, why 
won't hurt nobody. The trouble is it leaves a not let the guy make himself a few hundred dollars? 


‘Hey, it's not me. He don't want it. He told me.’ 
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pretty good. 

Next morning, we flew up to New York and checked in 
at the Howard Johnson's on Eighth Avenue, When I called 
Mike, he told me Orlando was staying at the Hotel Wilson, 
just off Columbus Circle, so I phoned him there and had him 


down, 

The trip had gone off all right, but he had had a couple of 
bad scares on the way. The first one was when the police 
stopped the bus at a roadblock. The moment he saw those 
lights flashing, his balls wrinkled up — that's not a fun scene 
when you're carrying — but they didn't come on board. 
Turned out they were just diverting traffic past a bad acci- 
dent, Then, at the next rest stop, some guys broke into the 
bus while it was parked and started busting open all the 
suitcases. By a miracle, they didn't get into his, although 
they smashed one of the locks. 


night around ten o'clock. He arrived soon after we got back 

from dinner at Mamma Leone's, and as soon as he called up 

from downstairs, | told Anna and Orlando to take a walk. 
He came in very high, like an entrance on stage. 

sort of mood, he could fill a room all by himself, he was that 

overpowering. So after the usual bullshit, I figured I'd get 

off the bad news first. 


I'm going to need seventy thousand in about three : 


That's what I mean, Frank. And Apr ans 
232 >», 


about it.’ He really wasn't 


Man, if you got the rocks, 1 got the cash. Don't worry 
too much attention, It 
was like he was expecting me to tell him something else. 
Something more important. And he couldn't sit still. ‘Let's 
go take a ride,’ he said. 

He could hardly wait till we got in the car. ‘Did the stuff 
come in yet?’ 

I couldn't pretend not to know what he meant. The 
horse? No. 1 would have heard.’ 

"Well, you know I was down there?’ he said, ‘I was in 
Caracas, 1 took him some money,’ 

‘No, I didn’t know.’ Right away, I had a bad feeling. ‘I 
ain't talked to Mikey since he left. I been busy. You better 
tell me what's going on. 

‘Shit, we had a hell of a time down there. Whoo-eee.' He 
laughed, and ran a red light. “We really tore up that town. 
I met the Frenchman — the Pimp, You know him?’ 

‘Not yet.’ 

"You know what he did? He sent three girls up to my 
room. Three. And 1 was so coked up, I kept them all. Never 
thought I'd live to see the morning.’ 

He hung a right at 57th Street that damn near gave me a 
coronary and left taxi horns blowing for a couple of blocks 
back. 


‘Oh, my God,’ I said. ‘I can just imagine. You two bastards 
on the loose over there? Oh. Jesus.’ 

"You should have seen me, Georgie. Three of them, I took 
the Preacher a hundred thousand, and if he hadn't put me 
on the plane, I'd have stayed down there till I blew it,’ 

"You mean, like another couple of days?’ 

"You got it, man. Shit, That's my kind of town. I'm going 
to buy a hotel down there. The Pan-Americana. Mikey’s set- 
ting up a meeting with the owner.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus, What's that going to cost you?’ 

"Who knows?’ He blasted across Seventh Avenue, scat- 
tering pedestrians like pigeons. ‘Five million? We bought a 

too. > 


‘Oh, my God.’ They must have woken up every cop for 
a thousand miles. “What the fuck for? What kind of plane?’ 
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planes? It’s a plane. Some old ty 
motor job. The Preacher says he's going to fly the stuff 


Yeah? Well, it sounds like you two could done 
without a plane,’ I said, ‘I got to think about this.’ 

"Well, don't take too long. man, That stuff’s going to get 
there any minute.’ 

If I'd believed that, it would have been the worst moment 
of my life. Nothing was ready. Nothing had even been de- 
cided yet, But | knew my godfather by now. When he was 
coked up, whatever he wanted to happen was as good as 
done as far as he was concerned. These two bastards had 
bombed each other out of their skulls down there, and were 
re I ee re ran meer rs 
God only knew what they had stuck me with. If I left this 


Es 


years. 

‘Til talk to Mikey,’ 1 said. “Now what about these six 
keys? You want them now?" 

‘Sure. Why not? But you'll have to stick around for the 
money. | got $200,000 tied up for you to take down there 
for the first load, plus the hundred I took already, so I'm a 
little short. Just give me a couple of days,’ 

‘No, I can't spare the time,’ I said. ‘I'll take what you got, 
and you owe me the rest, I got to work on this other deal.’ 

"Well, I can let you have about $13,000,’ He swung right 
down Fifth Avenue, tyres squealing, just under the nose of 
a bus, ‘I'll have to see what ! got in the trunk.’ 

“That's okay. Why don't you drop me off at the hotel and 
come back for me in an hour? I'll have the stuff ready,’ 

We made it back to Howard Johnson's without killing 
anybody, and | sent Orlando over to his hotel to stand by 
the er pas we —— for Frank, 1 filled Anna in 
on what appening. Talking to her always helped 
32° oia cias t ya 

was right, if the first shipment was on the way, 
my godfather would just have to keep it in Vessiuieala seal 
I was good and ready to receive it in Haiti. Nobody was go- 
ing to stampede me with this airplane bullshit. It would be 
my arse that was up for grabs, so the job would be done my 
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more | thought about it, the more conserva- 
far, 1 was clean, No record. Nothing known. If 
noisy sons of bitches brought down the heat, the worst 
that could happen to me was maybe a very thin conspiracy 
charge. All that anybody could prove was that I knew them, 
and since when was it a crime to know a criminal? 

So 1 had to keep it that way. When the stuff did arrive in 
Haiti, | would have to make damn sure they didn’t bring no 


When he called from downstairs, we drove over to the 
Wilson Hotel, and I left him parked a little way up the 
street. The desk clerk gave me the eye as I went through the 
lobby on my way to Orlando's room, so | made Orlando 
carry the stuff down and hand it to me in front of him. If 


_ the guy saw me go up empty-handed and then come down 


eo — 


- for you. I'll give you a call around six. 


— -am MM — -s 


g a bag, I he was liable to start hollering cop, 

what with all the hotel robberies going on. 

So I walked the load up the street and dumped it on the 
back seat of Frank's car. 

‘Don't run no more red lights,’ I said. 

"You kidding me? I'm going to drive that stuff home like 
l was eighty years old and half blind. You going back to- 

ht?’ 

yey it's late, We'll go tomorrow.” 

‘Fine. Don't make it too early. Maybe I'll get the money 

‘Okay. | got a couple of people I want to see anyway. 

One of them was Orlando's brother, who lived in the 
Bronx. He was an ex-junkie who had done five in Sing Sing 
for . Orlando wanted to help him out, which was 
fine by me, so long as he was off the needle, because now I 
had to put an organization together in a hurry. I knew the 
guy anyway, from Miami. When he was sick, his wife used 
to come around to my place and call through the window. 

‘Georgie, have mercy,’ she would say. ‘My children 
haven't eaten today.’ 

So I would get up and say to her, ‘Celia, what the hell are 
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I used to try to talk to the guy about it, but he was 
wrecked on that shit. He would sit on the bench, all jittery, 
and he was a dangerous man when he got like that. He'd 

to drive for him, and they'd stick up one 
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running 
There was the blood tie with Orlando, and you could see he 
would bust his arse for anybody who gave him a break. So 
we put him on stand-by, although I wasn't sure where 1 
could use him yet. 

By six, we were back at the hotel, but I didn’t hear from 
Frank for another couple of hours. When he called, he was 
downstairs, and we went for another ride, 


‘No, let's just wait on that," I said. 
been so easy to rip him off. ‘I don't want to leave that kind 
of money lying around, Let's wait until we know for sure 
the stuff is on the way.’ 

‘Oh, it’s coming,’ he said. ‘The Frenchman told me. All we 
got to do now is decide how we're going to work this deal.’ 

He had quietened down a lot from the night before. He 
was even looking where he was going, so I figured it might 
` be a good time to straighten him out on a couple of points. 

“ 
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been turning this over in my mind,’ I said. That's a lot 
of stuff. Word gets out, and we'll have every scumbag in the 
country buzzing around like flies on a shitpile,’ 

‘So what do you want to do, Georgie? You need some 
guys down there? You need guns, or what?" 

"Could be, I'll let you know. But what I'm thinking about 
now is breaking the shipment up more. We get unlucky — 
if | put it all on the ship and we get hit, we lost the whole 
, bring some in another way, and they 
got most of it,’ 

Right. Makes sense.’ 

‘Sure it does. That goes for the law, too. You guys been 
making a lot of noise down there, so if anybody's watching, 
let's make it hard for them. We can run some of the load on 
the route we got going now, and the rest higher up on the 
coast maybe, where it's quieter. We're going to need boats, 
and I'll have to plan this down to the second. 

‘Hey, man,’ he said. ‘I'm glad you're on my team. What 
kind of boats? We got a big cruiser in Y 

‘No, I'm thinking about two or three 24-foot Formulas 
with extra gas tanks, They're fast and handy, and nobody"! 
look at them twice — they got hundreds down there, But I'm 
going to need at least $100,000 to set all this up,’ 

‘Georgie, I told you,’ he said. ‘Let me know what you 
want and you got it, And when you make the drop, let's stay 
out of the big cities, Let's use a nice quiet town where there 
ain't too much heat around, and nobody knows us, okay?’ 
-~ Tm glad you said that, Frankie. 1 already decided I can't 
send my people all the way up to New York with that shit, 
You got to come South for it. I'll find some small town up 
in northern Florida with a motel or something just off the 
highway and we can work the switch there.’ 

"We'll play it any way you want, Georgie,’ he said, You 
me when and where.’ 

And he meant it. I was going to bring him 100 keys, so I 
could have anything and do anything I wanted. A free hand 
— that was what I'd asked for, and that was what he had 
_ given me. Then why did I feel like I'd been sentenced to 


— 


death? Because I'd been conned. I'd just taken charge of the 
‘ 
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my friend Frankie would have me cho ema Soi 
‘One more thing,’ | said. ‘Don't my 


We kicked it around a while longer, tidying up a few 
more details. I'd convinced myself now I needed to mount 
machine —— 
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And I didn't want to rely only on Frank for 
stuff once we got it ashore, It was safer not to. He had met 
the Frenchman in Caracas, so he knew the connection. He 


would have paid out a million or more already to the Corsi- 
cans and for so once he got his hands on the load, 
he might just be tem Instead of over another — 


Robinson and say, “You want 20 keys? At a good 


Zack 
‚price? Then give me five or six of your best men.’ And the 
same 


with Henry Morgan, I had to get me a few cheques and 
balances in there. © 

By now we were over the bridge into Brooklyn, and 
Frank stopped on a quiet street. We got out, and he opened 
up the trunk, where he kept his loose change - about 


"You sure you don't want to wait?’ 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I got a million things to do, You can give me 
the rest next trip.’ 

‘Okay.’ He counted out $13,000, 

‘Now tell me again what you're going to need,’ he said. 
"You want seventy thousand in three weeks?" 

‘Right. Plus another hundred for the boats and expenses.’ 

‘Plus the two hundred | got for the first load,’ he said. 
‘Plus the twenty I owe from this deal.’ 

‘Twenty-three,’ I said, and he laughed. 

‘Okay. Twenty-three. Whats that? Around four hun- 
dred thousand?’ 

“Near enough.’ 

He patted my check. ‘Keep in touch, Georgie,’ he said. 
‘Don't let me get nervous,’ 

"You owe me money,’ I said, ‘Why should you get ner- 

r 

Neither of us stopped smiling. 

‘Come on, Georgie,’ he said. ‘I'll drop you off at the hotel.’ 

1 picked up Anna and Orlando, and we caught the 1 a.m. 


flight to Miami. It was 2 August. 
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Miguel Garcia owed his Corsican connection to Rolando 





business. 

Though his departure from New York had been hurried, 
Gonzalez had not gone empty-handed. Arriving in Caracas 
with two suitcases full of $100 bills, he had found a ready 
welcome among that city's Cuban exiles, and was soon 
shuttling back and forth in his white Lincoln Continental 
between a luxurious apartment on the Avenida Andres Bello 
den e hardiy, less comfortable office suite on the Plaza 

enezu 


p~ 


_ that Garcia agreed to Frank Matthews's descent on the city 


‚soon after his own arrival there, booking him into the Hotel 


' Club Americana from 7 to 10 July. But the main reason for 


Matthews's visit was that Garcia needed $100,000 to pay 
for the DC-3 he was buying through Miguel Sanz. 

Sanz was another of Gonzalez's useful contacts, A former 
officer of DISIP, the Venezuelan secret police, he was the 
local equivalent of Ricardo Morales — a heavy enforcer with 
government connections who survived, even prospered, by 
carefully balancing the shadiness of his private deals against 
his usefulness to the authorities. Garcia had quickly recog- 
nized that Sanz held the key to all the logistical backup re- 

uired in Venezuela. Besides providing a plane and crew for 
onward journey to Haiti, he could also arrange for the 
courier bringing the stuff in from Marseilles to avoid the 
usual customs inspection at Maiquetía Airport, Sanz would 
simply relieve the courier of his baggage-claim stubs as he 
got off the plane and walk the load through himself, He 
knew the right people out there. As part of the same ser- 
vice, he would also take charge of security for the shipment 
for as long as it remained in Venezuela, 
If Frank Matthews was needed to reassure Orsatti, there- 
_ fore, then Sanz was needed to reassure Frank Matthews. 

So was Joseph Jules Gabriel Sereni, a plumply handsome 

from Sarténe, whom Orsatti 


Sereni had first appeared in Caracas at the end of 1970. 
A much travelled young man with vague aspirations to a 
career as a nightclub and television entertainer, he had man- 

aged to live quite well in Venezuela with no visible means 

| of support. ugh holding a foreigner's Cedula of Identifi- 
| cation, he showed no signs of settling down there. He had 
been back to France at least once, ostensibly to see his girl 
| friend and family, and he was perfectly willing to go again, 
as Garcia discovered during dinner at the Hotel Tamanaco 
| one evening, when he offered Sereni $10,000 to take care of 
|- little errand for him in Marseilles. On.6 July, Sereni re 
newed his passport at the French Embassy. 
| When Matthews arrived on the following day, therefore, 
1 


241 








arcia 
for 20 kilos only, priced at $5,000 a kilo, f.o.b. Marseilles. 
all went smoothly, he intended to follow this up with 
further order for 100 kilos for delivery in September. 
No sooner had Matthews arrived back in New York than 
A a ANSAN T 
12's wiretap crew. Gerard Miller was particul 
to hear it, because although he knew Matthews had © 
been away, nobody had known where, | 
On the very day he returned, they 
ews 


"Well, you see, I'm like — I'm very much against all A 
she said. ‘I'm pretty much sheltered from this business, and — 
whatnot.’ | 

‘Oh.’ 

— — that. What you been doing? 
at?’ 

FIR SM SUCH 
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employed several 


Y. 


‘Oh, did? Did to Rio?" 
eh went ap od ia 
"Caracas?" 


‘Oh, so you stayed there?’ 

'Uh-huh. | stayed a couple of days down there. Yeah, I 
walked in the house, Ain't been asleep all goddamn 
t.’ 


E 
E 


, you mean you just got back? Like today?’ 

‘Right. Yeah. I just walked through the door.’ 

It was obvious that Matthews's trip was connected in 
some way with the call he had made to Marcello Cabot in 

few days before. And thanks to Cabot's eve-of- 
escapade at the wheel of a white Pontiac in 
Miami, Miller now knew him to be Miguel Garcia, a known 
narcotics wholesaler. Putting one and one together, he 
smelled a deal in the wind that BNDD agents in Miami and 


E 


Caracas ought to know about. 
As Matthews 


had flown in that day, it was also fairly 


simple to trace his movements back. Routine inquiries 


showed that he had returned on Pan Am Flight 218 to Ken- 
nedy Airport, and that a blonde German stewardess re- 
membered him. He had pinched her bottom. 

"What do you do?’ she asked him, trying to put their 


| relationship on a more intellectual plane. 


'Tm in the movies,’ he said. ‘Hard-core. You want a part 


next ? 

‘No, really,’ she said, 'Td like to know.’ 

“Well, if must know,’ he said, ‘I'm a big-time dope 
* they both laughed. 

Other stewardesses had taken him more seriously. He 
worked for domestic airlines to 
packages of around the country, paying them 
to $4,000 a drop. To make a delivery in Atlanta, for 
e, he would arrange for the load to be stashed in a 


luggage locker at the appropriate New York airport, and for 


the to be to a stewardess flying that route. On 
12 for , she would up the A 
| usually in one of ber airline's flight bags, and leave it in 
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Discreet observations by ODALE’s Detective Bramble and 
latterly by Group 12 had established that the mill · if there ‚frame from the inside. The other two windows had been 
a As he looked down and around to signal the bad news to 
he noticed a man leaning on the railings, watching 


Rawald, 
basemen that. But there were | at each other for a moment. Then Garay 
sey lane oy ae q l nodded, and briskly plunged his brush into the paint can. It 
alleyway came out bright yellow, and he hesitated. 


ing the building from its three-storey neighbour. 'Goddammit, Jack,” he called out, ‘I know this ain't right. 


The sergeant, who had seen the man, too, fumbled in his 


without at once being Overalls and pulled out a piece of paper, which he pretended 
the block. And the best time to do to scrutinize closely, 
morning, when not only were there “Well, I don't know,” he said. I guess it could be a seven.’ 
the sun was at the right angle to “You mean, it could be one-oh-seven ?* 
A "No, I mean it could be seven-oh-one.' 
ladder ‘Oh, shit,’ said Garay. He shoved the brush back in the 
ao ent Rouse beering ln through | Can and made his way down the ladder, shaking his head. 
Two minutes after this pantomime, they drove off the 


ttered old station wagon bear- block with their equipment, and the J & R Paint Co went 


~ | into liquidation. 
Paint Co on its side and an assort: It was now, in the month of July, that the East Coast's 


heroin shortage finally dipped to panic level. On the fifth, 
two days before Matthews flew to Caracas to spur delivery 
100 kilos Garcia had promised him, Myles J. Ambrose, 
of ODALE and President Nixon's commander in the 
, announced the interdiction of the enemy's supply 
consequence, he said, ‘there has been a continuing 
in the quality of heroin, and there also has been a 
the price of it’. 

was confirmed by Nat Elder in a telephone conversa- 
John Darby on 15 July. After talking about ‘Old 
Face’ Beckwith, who was still in Los Angeles, and 
Baltimore dealer, Liddy Jones, who had recently 
from jail, they their attention to the situa- 
New York, 

s everything?’ asked Darby. 

man, there ain't nothing,’ sighed Elder. 
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short of Number 101. The two men who got out in 
splattered overalls unloaded their gear quickly and 
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The story of what happened next varies in detail, 
ing to which member of the Police Department tells 
most seem to agree that the two men then propped a 
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could see was a sheet of plywood nailed to 
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On the cighteenth, not to be outdone by 
Bureau of Narcotics and repaint a, — 
prehensive statistics of in ths 
to 30 June, and ten days later the crisis became official when 
The New York Times that 


Nunziatta had been found dead in his car, an apparent 
suicide, in the Greenpoint section of Brooklyn. 

On the day of his death, he had had an appointment to 
see U.S. Attorney Whitney North Seymour, Jr, who was 


offering him immunity from prosecution in return for his — 


cooperation in an investigation of corruption among nar- 
cotics agents and police officers. A few hours before the 
interview, Nunziatta apparently drove out to Green 


wound up the windows, and shot himself in theleft side of 


the chest with his -38 calibre service revolver. =, 
248 


— 


— 
done the a three-page, handwritten note was found 
in the trunk of his car, which said that he had been driven 


to suicide by the actions of others, unnamed. Among those 
e were Sergeant Frank King — later 
by Special Prosecutor Maurice Nadjari as the 
"prime suspect’ in the theft of the 180 kilos, although no one 
has ever been charged with it — and Nunziatta’s friend, 
Detective Edward R. Egan, of ‘French Connection’ fame. 
Nunziatta had actually played a bit part in the movie made 
from Robin Moore's book, before being assigned to the 
newly created New York Joint Task Force in June 1971. 

A hundred and eighty kilos, however, was like a plane- 
load of rice in an Indian famine. As far as Matthews was 
concerned, with the federal government on his tail and the 
Garcia-Ramos connection as the one bright hope in the 
supply situation, it was time to start thinking seriously 
about the future. 

He was enormously wealthy — not even he could tell ex- 
actly how much he was worth — but every cent was at risk, 
tied up in the organization as working capital. If he had 


been forced to leave without notice, literally on the spur of 


the moment, all he could have taken with him was the cash 
he had on hand, and that might have been as little as the 
$20,000 he kept in the trunk of his car. Indeed, it was not 
hard to imagine circumstances in which he might have been 


‘compelled to leave with nothing at all, except for the 


clothes he stood up in, and there was no guarantee that his 
people would be able, or even willing, to finance him once 
had gone. The organization, and with it his money, would 
ss automatically to those left behind, who would make 
it their own. 
On the advice of Don Andrews, his Mob-appointed finan- 
cial consultant, Matthews began to squeeze the operation 
for cash, no longer with a view to reinvestment in the busi- 


ness, but for the acquisition of real property and the build- 


up of capital funds overseas, Outwardly, nobody noticed 
much difference. He still went to Las Vegas every few weeks 


to launder his money through the casinos, and there was 
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‘I just talked to Pedro,’ he said. "You coming over?’ 


camino, to open the road, before 
‘Take the duck 


sight and then went home to wait for Orlando, who was 
going to drive out to the airport with Anna to see me off. 

I got in to San Juan around eleven o'clock, and my 
father was there to meet me with Rudi Cutty Sark. We 
called him that because that’s what he handled — he was a 
sales representative — but his real name was Rudolph 


He should have been in jukeboxes. We hit a few bars 
along Ashford Avenue, and there was no scotch to be had 
but Cutty Sark. No J & B. No Ballantine's, 

"What the hell is this?’ my godfather said. "You don't let 
Oe ee Cat ek ae 

ust cracked a smile. ‘Well,’ he said, “they only carry 
quality stuff, What can 1 tell you?’ * 
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Finally we got to his apartment in Isla Verde, and he had 


a couple of girls up there, which made my godfather happy. 


Willie Moto came by. 

‘Hey, Willie. How's it going, man. You doing better 
now ?* 

“Shit,” he said. ‘I don't know, man. About the same, I 
guess. There just ain't nothing here. Business is flat on its 
arse.’ 


"Well, that's how it is when the spirits ain't with you,’ 
my godfather said. “What you had done in Miami is good, 
but you got to keep up with it.’ 

"Yeah, Georgie told me. But I ain't going to wrestle no 
more goddamn sheep. That's out,’ 

“How about a duck?’ I said, 

He looked at me. 

"Yeah, a duck is good,’ my godfather said. ‘Go buy a 
ee just cut 


"Yeah?" That was better, ‘Okay. I'll buy a duck.’ 
"Yeah, That should do it. Now how about seeing if you 


‘can cop us a little coke?’ 


"You got it, man,’ he said. He was really grateful. ‘You 
want to take a ride with me, Georgie?’ 
So we went and ran around a few bars until Willie finally 


‚connected for a few grammes of coke. When we got back 


to the apartment, I put a bit of it on the back of my hand, 
and it was poison. 
‘How can you take that goddamn shit?’ I said, as they all 


in. 
‘Like this,‘ said my godfather, and he snorted up a pile of 
it on the end of his door key. 
I left them to it and went and poured myself a Cutty 
Sark. After a while, he joined me on the balcony. 
‘So how's it going?" I said. 
‘Just fine. The Frenchman's standing by to go pick up the 


\ load. It's all working out fine.’ 


i 
1 


"Yeah. Well, | was up there in New York — 1 took Frankie 


six keys — and he tells me you bought a goddamn airplane.’ 


"Yeah, that's right, How about that?’ 
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| * | 
“Ana De Wania INF A DOE EE All hell had broke loose, Ana Baños had flown in from 
Miami bed with 


to your shit again, you two? Don't we got enough 


“Listen, I 
I got a couple of pilots here with me, and tomorrow we'll 
go over the x 

"Yeah, well, that's good. But what did you bring the 
pilots here for? We could have talked to them in Caracas.’ 


He was only half li to me. He kept looking along 
to see somebody. j 


berga rn ii lb eee 
a 


"What drop?’ I said, but he didn't hear me. All of a sud- 
den, he had jumped backward, and was brushing at himself 
like he'd walked into cobwebs. 

‘Hey, Rudi,’ he shouted, and he sounded real scared. 


away. 

By the time we got rid of the 

to talk no more that night, and the 

‚ It was already around 2 a.m., and I was pretty tired 
from all the travelling I'd been lately. 

Early next morning, Willie woke me up to go buy a duck, 
I told him he better not do 
the master, so we put it in the trunk of his car and Grove 
back to the hotel to see what was happening, 
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got it all down pat,’ he said. There's no problem. ing 


ant 
pulled out a big chart of the waters around Haiti 
and went into a long spiel about how the DC-3 my god- 
father had bought was the best thing around for this kind 
of job. They were going to fly the load first to Guadeloupe, 
come in, wave-hopping under the radar, and drop the 


3 
El 


3 


_ stuff in my lap in a flotation bag. And when they showed me 


where on the chart they were going to do this, | saw my lap 
would have to be one hundred miles off the coast out at sea. 
It was just Mission Impossible bullshit. 

But I let them speak their piece, while my godfather list- 
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ened, all proud of himself, and when they'd finished, I said, — 


‘Okay, we'll talk about this later,’ and took him back to his 
room. 

"You got to be kidding,’ I said. This isn't for real.’ 

“What are you talking about?’ 

‘This James Bond routine with the airplane. You can't be 
serious,’ 

‘Sure I'm serious.’ And now he looked it. The deal's all 
set. That's how we're going to do it.’ 

‘Not with me, you're not. Drop it in my lap? I wouldn't 
trust those guys to shit straight in a toilet.’ 

They're qualified pilots,’ he said. They say they can do 
it, they can do it. 

‘Then good luck to them. But what about me? How do I 
get out there — swim? And then swim back one hundred 


miles with 25 between my teeth? Shit. Why don’t they 
just fly their g flotation up to New York and drop 
it in Central Park reservoir?" 


ey pissed off, and he could see it, so he kept his 


“We'll get a boat,” he said. “We'll buy one here. I always 
had that in mind.’ | 
“We'll probably buy two boats,' I said. ‘But not here. And 


Then we'll rent one in Haiti.’ 

‘No, we won't, It's the same deal. And even if we did, 
who the fuck knows how to steer the goddamn 
some exact spot one hundred miles out in the 
ocean? I'm telling you, Mikey — it won't work.’ 

‘We'll pay somebody to take us out there. You know 
o CPEE ie aaron o sevice 

10,000? 


engine breaks down? Or we get there late? Or they do? Or 
ns e Ss, Tell me 


He shook his head, but I could sce I was getting aim. 
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"And what about these goddamn pilots and boat captains 
_ and boat-yard and all the other guys we're letting in 
- on this deal?’ I “What do we do with them afterwards? 


Kill them? No, Mikey. Let me tell you — when I want to 
commit suicide, I'm going to do it the easy way.’ 

*You really think it's that bad?’ he said. 

‘I really think it's shit. I got to wondering when Frankie 
told me you guys had bought an airplane, but 1 never 


_ dreamed of nothing like this. I figured you were going to 


wait on me to get a contact with this customs guy in Port- 
au-Prince and then fly the plane in there while he turns his 
back, which is a different deal altogether, But there's no 
way I'm going to play any part in this shit. No way in hell. 
Unless we can get that customs contact and fly the stuff in 
there, the plane deal has got to go.’ 

So he walked around the room, muttering to himself and 
pulling faces. 

"We got $65,000 tied up in that plane,’ he said. 

‘Okay. Then sell it. And if you drop a little on the deal, 
so what? It ain't your money.’ 

‘Well, for right now, I got to get something to eat.’ He 


wasn't about to say so, but it looked like I'd won. “We're 


If we can't 


_ of doing business,” 


going to have to discuss this some more.’ 

‘Goddamn right — if you want me to have any part of it, 
the customs guy in time for the first load, 
then I say we bring it in with mules.’ 

"What? Twenty-five kilos? Shit, it'll take six mules with 
two suitcases each.’ 

‘So? Six South American tourists. Who's going to look? 
The coke comes in that way, don't it? It's a nice quiet way 


So when he got through grumbling, we went downstairs 


| and had a late breakfast with Willie, After that, I made 


reservations for me, my godfather, and the other two jokers 
on the Air France flight to Haiti next morning. and we went 


out on the town, winding up for the evening at Rudi Cutty 


k's pad. 
Around midnight, I called it a day. 
‘Hey, Rudi,’ 1 said, ‘Keep an eye on Miguel. Tonight 1 
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ae en di We're travelling tomorrow. AEREA A 
‘Got you,” he said. ‘Don’t worry. I'll see he gets back in l * 


As I out in the hall, Willie let out a 


side to see what was wrong, and he grabbed hold of my 


jacket, His face had green, and he was so scared he 
couldn't speak, vit 
“What the hell's the matter with you?" said my god- 


Willie looked around without seeing nothing. ‘The duck,’ 
he said. ‘I forgot the fucking duck.’ 


sou yay rr dio pide 
thirty — IS Ana Baños. 
The night before, I'd told the pilots what time we were 
leaving and arranged to meet them at the gate just before 
the flight, but there was no sign of them out there. 

They're supposed to find me in the middle of the ocean?’ 
I said. They can't even find the goddamn airport.’ 

My godfather went off, muttering under his breath, to 


_ put Ana Baños on a plane to Miami while I called the hotel, 


‘Oh, Jesus,’ I said. ‘Willie bought a duck this morning. It's 


in the trunk of his car.’ y 
smoothed down his white suit and 
7 : O 

‘A melon?’ night it’s cologne; now its a 
melon, ‘I don't know. Maybe.’ % 

"Well, take a look. We need food for the duck.’ 
'Yeah?’ He screwed up his face like he was in pain. ‘I 


‘If you don't got a melon,’ godfather 
some bread. We're going to the beach” 

So we all went down with the bread, and when Willie 
opened up the trunk, the duck was dead. 
By Jesus,’ said my godfather, shaking his head. That's 


Willie went down on his knees. ‘Look what you guys 
have done to me,’ he said. He was practically in tears. ‘Oh, 
my God. It’s still warm. It just happened.’ 

‘You should have taken better care of it,‘ Miguel said, 1 
don't know what's going to happen now.’ 

‘It's not my fault.’ The guy was brokenhearted, ‘There 
must have been | wrong with it. Oh, God, the 
opi ari EEE EL MEER 

, and now it's on me. Oh, Jesus. 1 can't believe it. The 
spirits will kill me for this.’ i 


There was no answer from their room. 

‘Maybe they checked out,” he said, when he came back. 

‘No. I asked the desk.’ 

"Then try again.’ 

Our flight was already being called. This time 1 made the 
operator stay with it until one of them answered. 

‘I just woke them up,’ I said. They're still flat on their 
arse. 


‘So leave the sons of bitches, then,’ Miguel said, and he 


don’t know what ducks eat. Do they like Rice ———— — 
said, “ing 


‘Okay, stay there,’ I told them. “Don't follow us. Stay in 
the hotel, and I'll see you in a couple of days.’ 

I was careful not to say another word about it on the way 
over, but as we circled Duvalier Airport 1 pointed out to my 
godfather a bunch of U.S, Navy ships in the harbour, 

"You still want them to fly that thing under the radar?’ I 
said. ‘Or you want to trade it in for a submarine?’ 

He didn't say nothing, but from that moment on we both 
knew we were doing it with mules. And why not? The 
simplest way is usually the best, and we had the system go- 

clockwork. 


6 ing like 


j 


And maybe they did, Willie was quite a young guy, put it _ 
* 
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"We got six keys for you,’ said Pedro, when we met up 
with him at El Rancho. ‘And | talked to the Doctor about 
g the shipments to ten or fifteen.’ 
eah? What did he say?’ 
"Well, there's a little problem with,the Indians, but he 
figures he can do something. !f the 's there,’ 
‘lf? The creep. Didn't I pay for this load up front? Didn't 
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? t does he want, for Christ's sake 
street rating? Shit. The guy’s got no class,’ 
1ER ee dot RANG ———— 

‘Don't worry,’ said my godfather, “Where's he at, this son 
of a bitch?’ 

"No, take it easy — he'll do it, He's just the cautious type, 
that's all.’ 

"Yeah. Me, too,’ I said. ‘But we'll get to that later, First, 
we got a little business to attend to.’ 


— 


He didn't say I was right. He wouldn't me 
faction. "You don't got your 15 keys yet,’ he said. 
“Want to bet? I'm going to talk to Albino right now. 
_ I didn’t know what I would say, but this was one of those 
times when I couldn't be beat. I guess Cosmo Lacroix was 
right in. there swinging, because Albino Perez didn't hardly 
put up a fight, 

‘Look, | got a millionaire in the United States,’ I said. ‘A 
big man. He don't have time for no six or seven keys. We 


necessary, okay? So what's it to be? If can't handle 
then 1 got to look elsewhere.’ $ a 
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‘No, no,’ Albino said. Til talk it over with my people. 
Maybe we can you. - 

‘No maybes, Albino. I want fifteen next time. But I'll 
settle for ten.’ 

He looked at Medina, and they both shrugged. 

‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Have the money. I'll see what I can do.’ 

That night we went looking for Charles, but he was still 
out in the islands some place, and that clinched it. No cus- 
toms contact, no plane. 

‘Nothing more | can do here,” I told my godfather. "When 
we know for sure the shipment’s on the way, I'll come back 
over with Luis the Junkman and set it all up. But for right 


- now I got to go see a man about a couple of powerboats.’ 


_ lend you a few hundred. Or 


"You want to get rid of the pilots?’ he said. “You going 
back to Puerto Rico?’ 

‘My pleasure,’ I said. ‘But I only got four, five hundred 
dollars on me. You better give me some money.’ 

‘lf you ain't got enough, get hold of Rudi and tell him to 
Willie, He thinks he's got 1o 


keys coming. 
"Well, don't he?’ 
"What, Willie? Where's he going to get three hundred 


_ thousand from?" 


"We could front him the stuff.’ 

‘After he killed the fucking duck?’ 

Poor Willie. I called him from Port-au-Prince, and he was 
so anxious to get lucky, he even came out to the airport to 
meet me with the five hundred 1 figured 1 would need to 


_ pay the hotel bill for those jokers, the pilots. 


‘You didn't miss nothing,’ | told them. ‘You're on stand- 
by. Check in with my godfather when you get to Caracas,’ 

He could tell them the bad news. So then Willie drove me 
back to the airport, and | hopped the first plane out to 
Miami. 

With a few days to spare now before the William 
Express came in, 1 planned to take Anna up to Fort Lauder- 
dale to try out the Formulas, and if they looked good, to 
the boat yard started on fitting the long-range tanks, | 
had a few things to work out with Orlando and Luis the 
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eth war sh — 

” It was just e joke, of 

"Yeah. And you can talk to * 

your shit straight with them.’ 
"Okay. 


‘It was Frankie did it,’ he said, ‘He talked a lot about you ‘ 


down there. this, Georgie that. So now they figure 

you're the one that pulls the 

Geal with. The guy that fixes Prade BEN 
x 


"Yeah. So go fix a couple of tickets to Caracas.’ 

Just a little touch on the leash. Typical Miguel. But he 
meant what he'd been saying, because he came back to it 
ee 

ow you watch yourself,” he said. They're going 
you like a king. This deal means a lot to ia 
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and Diaz as well — get — 


To them, it’s the same, Frank's the biggest buyer they're 
going to see. There ain't too many around like him no more, 
and they think we got him in our pocket.’ 
‘Sounds like we're in for a hell of a good time.’ 
Right, ¿is you want, they got,’ he said. ‘King-size. 
But don’t let that fool you. They'll be watching. Give them 
something to use, and they'll use it. It's a hard game, and no 
- love lost.’ 

‘Then we'll beat them at it.’ 


down and spot them on their way through. I saw Pedro 
Diaz up there as I came in from immigration, but then there 
. My godfather had lost his smallpox vaccina- 
certificate — or so he said; I'm not sure he ever had one. 
, a girl took him away some place so he could 
the mark on his arm, and left me there stewing. 

little fuck-ups always got to me. There was no need 
them. If you're in business, do it right, or don't do it at 


A couple of minutes later, he was back, grinning all over 
face like he had put one over on me. 1 figured he had 
her a $20 bill as well as the mark. 
| ‘Well?’ he said, seeing | was annoyed. ‘I'm vaccinated, 
ain't 1?" 

"Yeah, you're vaccinated. She'll remember you all right.’ 

He didn't care, and again 1 got that sinking feeling. This 
was positively my last time out with these guys, 

Then Pedro latched on to us, and now the news was all 


‘Hey, we're going to have a ball, Georgie,’ he said, as we 

_ reached downtown. “You and me, we're going to stand this 
place on its ear. Starting right now.' And he parked outside 

_ the first of about a dozen bars we hit that day. 

Yeah?" I said. "You mean, we got something to cele- 
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brate?’ For me this was still a business trip, although that | should have the first shipment of 25 kilos here inside two 


would soon 


He winked, and as soon as we sat down inside, he leaned 


across the table, 


"You're getting your 15 keys, Georgie,’ he said. ‘I got it | 


squared away for you. 
‘How much?’ 
I ned think 
pretended to about it; my godfather was watching. 
ER oa ‘It's a little —— on delivery, right?’ 
w to te. "Y I 
: eah, I guess so. In 


"You're a good man, Pedro.’ As far as I was concerned, — 


this was now a vacation. That's how I like to do business.’ 
DE es lanar, MOE teiched the Goo Aio, 
it,’ said m ather. ‘The Corsican owns it — 
Antonio Orsatti.' Sate ° 
‘The Pimp?’ 
“Yeah, but don't call him that. He's kind of sensitive.’ 
Miguel made an entrance like Little Caesar, and the 
wi 


Orsatti turned out to be a stocky, black-haired in his 
—* ei spoke panit with what — — 
accent. He was a quiet man — especially next to 
father — but he had the same kind of eyes, and when he said 
something, people listened, Even Miguel. 
"We heard a lot about you, Georgie,’ he said. ‘For a young 
man, you got plenty responsibility on your shoulders.’ 
ell, | heard quite a bit about you, too,’ I said, ‘And 
from what Frank tells me, you're making it real easy for us, 
so | guess I'll get by.’ 
"Yeah, | got a feeling you will at that,’ he said, and he led 


us to a table. Pedro started to follow, but when my god- ` 


father gave him a look, he decided to stay at the bar. 
_ "Well, the wheels are turning,’ Orsatti said, after we'd 
given our orders, “Sereni's all set, and things look good. We 
~~ 


264 ~ 


‘Fine,’ I said. Frank will be happy to hear that. 1 got 
$200,000 cash waiting to cover it as soon as you say the 


‘Good, good, But we're not sure yet about the arrange- 
ments for payment. We may want the money in France, we 
may want it here, I'll let you know about that.’ 

I looked at Miguel. ‘The deal was payment on delivery. 
That's what Frank told me.’ 

“Right,” he said, and turned on Orsatti, "What's the idea? 
Why the switch?" 

‘No switch,’ Orsatti smiled, and turned out his hands. 
‘Sereni is working for you, no? So you take delivery when 
he does — in Paris or Marseilles, But it's not certain. Maybe 
we'll save you the trip and take the money here, I don't 
know. This I must clarify.’ 

“Yeah, do that,’ | said. I didn't mind the idea of a trip to 
France, but the risks were too high. “We're paying him, but 
Sereni's your man — he's one of your e. If you can't 
trust him to get the stuff here, why the hell should we?" 

Orsatti laughed. ‘Now I know why we hear so much 
about the godson,’ he said. "But don't worry. It's a detail. A 
technicality. After the 25 comes another 75, maybe 100 
kilos three weeks later, so why should we argue about 
where the money is paid?" 

‘Right,’ I said. ‘I don't give a damn, so long as it's in 
Caracas.’ 

Orsatti's smile shrunk a little bit, so my godfather jumped 
in. "Yeah, well, I'll take care of that,’ he said. “We got a lot 
to discuss, but let's get acquainted first. Look at Pedro. He's 
doing all 3 

And he was. He had three or four of the best-looking girls 
around him | ever seen in a joint like that, 


‘Com ts of the ent,” said Orsatti, 
"Well, I don't know,’ I ‘The kid looks in trouble. I 
better go help him out.’ 


I'd made my point, and there was no sense getting in a 
hassle with the guy. Like he said, my godfather would take 
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around, 

"Yeah. Several times, from what tell me. So just 
Yo arse over here, There's somebody twant yaa ce weet 

He was a big guy with purple lips. A strong man - 
kind of muscle you don't ever want to have against you 
— s brains behind it. He had a big cigar between his 

an even bi autom 

Na —— atic stuffed in his waist- 


‘Say hello to Miguel Sanz,’ said my godfather. ‘This is 


cu. tan Ann onen 

‘The guy who don't like airplanes.’ en 
That I didn't get, and | looked at my godfather, 

- ‘Miguel got us the DC-3.' he explained. ‘And the pilots,’ 
—— I said. "My godfather tell you what hap- 


For u told me; And now he says he wants his money back. 


"Well, it ain't no.use to us — right, Georgie?" 

‘Not without that customs contact in Haiti,’ I said. ‘I'm 
not going to spend the rest of my life 
o for no goddamn flotation 

‚it going to be easy to find a buyer neither,’ 
Sanz wasn't pleased about it, and I couldn't see why — un- 
less he was going to lose his commission on the deal, 

“What do we have to do that for?" my godfather wanted 
to know. "We just cancel the deal, that's all. You can fix it, 
This guy can fix anything,’ he said, te. 
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knows everybody out at 


Maiquetía. He'll just pick up Sereni's bags himself and walk 


them right out of there.’ 

‘Hey, that's fantastic," | said. 

"Yeah, well, he was a big man in the last government — 
right, Miguel? Knows every J 

‘Just a cop, Mikey. I was just a cop.’ 

I looked at my godfather and sighed. | had to believe he 
knew what he was doing, but I wished he wouldn't do it, 
It was like Orlando with Ricardo Morales. Be friendly? Yes, 


Do business? No. You know where you are with crooks, 
They can't work both sides of the fence, but cops do it all 
the time. 

The phone rang, and 1 was nearest. 

‘Red or green?" a voice said, 

'Huh?" 

That Mikey ?* 

*Just a minute.‘ I put my hand over the mouthpiece. 
‘Some guy wants to know, red or green?’ 

‘Tell him green,’ said Sanz, and my godfather nodded. 

So I told the guy, ‘Green,’ and he hung up. 

"What does that mean?” | said, 


said. ‘He's on his way.’ 
‘Then | better be moving on, too. I still got a lot to do,’ 
“No sweat,’ said Sanz. “We'll hold the stuff here till you're 


‘Sure.’ 
There was nothing I could put my finger on, but ] felt un- 


easy. I had another talk later with Orsatti, who said again 


he didn’t see no problem about the money, and when my 


_ godfather told me he had his mules all picked out to carry 


the stuff over to Haiti; there was no more excuse for hang- 
ing around. 

‘Clear up the payment thing,’ I said to him, ‘and it looks 
like you got your end of this deal squared away. Now I'm 
going to go and take care of the rest of it.’ 

‘Okay,’ he said. ‘And good luck. Next time I see you, we'll 
be millionaires.’ 
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‚I'm glad you called,’ he said. ‘Meet me over at the 
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a oE hit he sald, 

y guts turned to stone. “Who hit? 

Iking about? got What are you 
got in yesterday, and it hit by twen 

thirty customs men and federal agent, They were all over 


‘Did they find the stuff?’ 
pgs o: They're still around, but I checked. They never found 


I took a deep breath, No sense mad with the 
Then we didn’t get hit, did we? In fact, we don't even 
were JE 
some m ooking could have been 
never see them do that before,' he said, “Not so many of 
them. And they had pictures. They were showing pictures to 


the crew." 


Pictures?" It sounded political to me. Something, was 
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‘it go. We'll take it off next time around. Two w 
“matter. We got to protect the route, that's the main thing.’ 


| 


around the Antillean Line. "What kind. 


‘I don't know. I didn't see. Just the crew.’ 
‘Okay.’ If they hadn't found the stuff, there was nothing 


to worry about, "What do you want to do?" 
- “Well, 


TI try and get it off tonight,’ he said. ‘Call me to- 

‘All right, Evaristio 1 hadn't expected him to say that. 
“But don't make no hectic moves, okay? If it's got to go, let 
eeks don't 


‘Okay, Georgie.’ And he went back to work feeling bet- 


Yer. 
The idea didn't do much for me, though. With every- 


thing else up in the air, the one thing I didn't want was a 
question mark against the William Express. 1 cálled Evar- 
istio next day. The agents were still around, he said. He 
couldn't do nothing. It didn't sound like he'd tried very hard, 
but I let it go, and took a run by his house the day after 
that, 


‘Listen, I'm sorry,’ he said. The boat's gone.’ 

"With the stuff on board?’ 

"Yeah, They were watching the dock day and night.’ 

‘Okay. No sweat. I'm glad you didn't try nothing stupid. 
We'll get it next time.’ 

‘Sure, Georgie — you bet. You know what happened? They 
found 25 pounds of marijuana.’ 

"Well, that’s it, then.’ Suddenly I loved the man. That's 


_ great. That'll blow the scare away.’ 


‘Yeah, right.’ Only he didn't share my enthusiasm, ‘And 
you remember the pictures I told you about? The ones they 


were showing the crew?’ 
"Yeah?' Now for the bad news. He couldn't look me in 


pictures, Georgie. Mikey’s, too.’ 
stopped working for a second. 
‘Pictures of me?’ That couldn't be right. 
"Yeah. Yves saw them. Didn't say nothing, of course — he's 
a good kid. But it was you all right.’ 
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fishing. 

‘Okay,’ I said, ‘It don't mean a thing. They spotted 

and me in Haiti and the 

> figured the grass was ours, Now 
‘Sure. That's it.' He wanted to believe more 

was pathetic. ‘That's got to be it. — 
‘Right. So no harm done. And a good 

deal 


thing it happened — 
coming down.’ Not with him. Not with nobody — understand? I'm telling 


‘No, Couldn't be. They don't have my | 


‘No.’ I didn't take my eyes off Orlando for a second, "Lots 
of people got my picture. including my mother.’ 

“just t Ricardo could find out something,’ Orlando 
‚said. He see I was mad at him. ‘He knows a lot of big 


Ricardo held up his hand, like he was on my side. ‘No, 
listen, Orlando — that’s okay. Georgie thinks | can help him, 
he knows where to find me. And I'll be glad to do it.’ 

"Yeah, thanks,’ 1 said. 

'Georgie's the kind of a guy who likes to shovel his own 
shit,’ he said, ‘and I respect that. He's a tough kid.’ He took 
and shook his head until his cheeks flapped. ‘Too 
the load, though. 1 hate to think of six keys of 
ust sailing away like that, you know?’ 
‘Uh-huh.’ I was still looking at Orlando. ‘Me and Anna 
might want to catch a movie with us, but I see 


you're busy. I'll talk to you tomorrow,’ 


can trust him the same way you trust 


"Yeah. Me, too, And, hopefully, it’s just around the cor- 
' be dead. Now go back to your friend, and don't tell him 


ner, 
The next night, me and Anna drove Orlando's 

place and found him snorting coke with Ricardo Morales. 
Hi, Ricardo.’ I wasn't all that pleased to see him there. 
‘Hey, Georgie,’ he said. ‘How's it going, man? Hear 

gg abit ee Cl oar 

— he 5 lando straight in the eye. “You 


"Weil, what about 
Basen — 
270 


‘Sure, Georgie. Any time. I'll walk you to the car.’ 
we said goodbye to Ricardo, and Orlando came down 


us. 
"Look, Ricardo's a friend,’ he said. “Don't be like that. You 


me. 
easy. I told Anna to 


$ 


I needed Orlando, so I let him down 
get in the car. 

‘He's your friend, Orlando,’ I said. "You want to discuss 
your business with him? Go ahead. But don't discuss mine, 


you, 
‘But Ricardo can help us.’ 
"You want to stay in this deal? If Mikey was here, you'd 


nothing else, for Christ's sake. 

This was getting ridiculous, but that was all 1 could do. 
Orlando loved to show off. He had a big mouth, and he had 
breakfast nearly every day with Ricardo at Isabelita's. There 
was no doubt about it, The minute this deal went down, I 
was going to get the hell out of Miami with Anna, and just 

cut myself loose from all these crazy people. If Frank 
_ wanted to buy coke from me after this, he was going to 
have to come down to Haiti to get it. 
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I'd thought about that. With the law sniffing around, 
there were three points of maximum risk. One, when the 
shit got to Venezuela, Two, when it reached Haiti. Three, 


would be on the edge of Orlando, 

federal agent, I said to myself, 
y? In Caracas? No. I'd let the Venezuelans take care 

and the others afterwards. In Haiti? No. That was 

just a transit camp. They 


So the answer to that was to assume the worst, to 
ahead as though my godfather or Frank had 
the heat, and then work a fast shuffle right at the end. Once 
the load came ashore, we'd have to duck 
and make the delivery at a place that 
until the last moment, I wouldn't tell nobody where it 
would be — not my godfather, not Frank, and 
Orlando — until the time came to leave, And 


A 
: 
i 
a 


I'd been right about the Formulas, too. They were great 
boats - fast, handy, and with plenty of room for long-range 
tanks. | picked out two, told the guy to reserve them for us, 
and pushed on for a couple more days, spotting locations 
in northern Florida. Then I turned south again, with the 
idea of calling Frank when we got home to tell him I needed 
the first hundred thousand we'd talked about. 

But he called me first. We'd been back about an hour, and 
‚Orlando had just come over to fill us in on what had been 
happening, when the phone rang. It was the operator at the 
Sands in Las Vegas, and she told me to hold on. 

‘Talk of the devil,’ I said to them. ‘It's Frank.’ 

__ But it wasn't the Frank / knew. Something had got to him. 
‚He must have had bad news that day, or a lot of aggrava- 
tion. Plus he was coked to the teeth, you could hear it. 

‘That you, Georgie? Where the fuck you been, man? I 
been calling you for days.’ 

‘Hey, listen,’ I said. I didn't go for that tone, ‘I got a lot on 
¿my plate, man. Take it easy.’ 

‘Take it easy, shit. You guys are fucking me around 
again. You're just fucking around with my money like last 
“time. And | ain't going to stand for it.’ 

_ ‘Nobody's fucking you around, Frank,’ I said, very cold, 
"We got people in four goddamn countries working on this 
‚deal. You got to have patience, Takes time.’ 

‘Time? What you mean, time. You had enough fucking 
time to grow the fucking poppies yourself, so don't hand 
me that shit, Where's the fucking load, man? Just tell me 
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where it’s at. That's all I want to hear from you cock- 
suckers,” 


I couldn't believe it. My temper just swelled up and 
choked me, 

"You hear me, boy?’ 

‘It's on the way." That was all I could get out. 

‘Bullshit,’ His voice had gone high, like a woman's. ‘I told 
you — don't give me no bullshit. I heard that from Mikey 
six weeks ago, that son of a bitch. Now I'm telling you, man. 
You stop fucking around with me. You get on this 
now, or I'll come down there and kick your 
white arse for you, you hear?’ 

Pr tion = brea d phone. 

a , long th and put down the 
nd Were iaa — 
until they stopped. 
> 


‘Something wrong, 
‘Orlando,’ | said, ‘that nigger’s got to go.’ 


while the agents who used it had become 


16 


When George Ramos flew out of Miami on 3 August to join 
his godfather in San Juan, Special Agent Joseph Doredant 
was sitting a few rows behind him. Three hours later, just 
after midnight, his arrival at the Caribe Hilton with Miguel 
Garcia and Rudolph Ostheimer was logged by Special Agent 





_ Jorge Fortunato, on duty in the lobby. 


Garcia's sudden appearance in Puerto Rico on 28 July 
had caught the BNDD office in San Juan at something be- 
low concert pitch. Apart from Don Harper, the local agents 
were recent recruits who spoke little English, and though 
they tried to make good their deficiencies by sheer vim and 
enthusiasm, these qualities were not enough to outweigh 
in addition their deficiencies in equipment. Good com- 
munications are a prime essential in close surveillance, but 
the two-way radios at Harper's disposal were either obsolete 
or faulty or both, and, in any case, incompatible with the 
sets used by the FBI, customs, and other government 

ncies on the island. Coordinating the various units de- 

yed in the field was therefore difficult, often entailing 

tic hand signals or long, desperate sprints to find an 
unvandalized pay phone. 

Even so, BNDD communications were in better shape 
than BNDD tion, Pride of the car pool was a 
1967 Pontiac Catalina, although its had been 
somewhat impaired by the theft of its throttle linkage. The 
office had been trying for months to get it fixed, but mean- 

adept at control- 
ling the car's speed by means of a length of string tied to 
the carburettor lever and threaded back under the hood and 
in through the driver's side window. There were other cars, 
of course, but these were less favoured. They were often 


difficult to start, sometimes because the battery or a wheel 
had been stolen, and, unlike the Catalina, none of them 
carried a spare, 
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that he might be looking for a likely lan strip to fly in 
sree ooking y landing strip to fly 


Appeals for help brought an immediate response from the | 


FBI and customs, who turned over every available man and 
car. As many as sixty agents could then be deployed in the 
hunt at any one time, with half the telephone operators on 


the island acting as unofficial traffic coordinators to make — 


good the absence of a reliable radio link between BNDD 


personnel and their reinforcements, After that, Garcia could _ 


no longer shake his pursuers in town, even if he had known 
about them and wanted to, but in the country no car, how- 
ever well equipped, could get close enough to 

under observation without raising a telltale cloud of dust on 
the dirt roads. Aerial support was clearly needed, and the 
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An odd thing then happened. On the morning it was due 
to arrive, one of Harper's young Puerto Rican agents 
proached him in the Caribe Hilton and said: ‘I heard 
plane just crashed.’ 


That's what I heard.’ 
"Well, who told you?’ 
At this, the young man looked bewildered. ‘I don't know.’ 
Harper called Miami at once for confirmation, 
himself bewildered to learn that, far from 
the plane had yet to take off. Hanging up, he set 
struct the agent to check his facts in future, but at that 
moment Garcia emerged from the elevator, and’ the 
chase began. By the time Harper reached 
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the plane had just crashed, The two ts in it were un- 
hurt, but the machine was a total 
Had he known about it, Garcia would probably have 


Garcia through binoculars and 
described his movements over the radio to their colleagues 
on the ground. 

Before long, it began to look as though Harper’s theory 
was correct, that Garcia was in search of a suitable landing 
place, He was now well away from the road, bumping 
slowly along farm tracks and stopping every so often to 
look over a particular field with some care. Indeed, he was 
so anxious to do the job properly that several times he got 
out of the car and walked about, bending down here and 
there to feel the texture of the soil — or so it seemed from 
the distant helicopter. After about an hour of this, he turned 


- the Lincoln around, heading back toward the highway, and 


drove into San Juan at high speed, passing on the way car- 
loads of government agents pretending to admire the view. 

That afternoon, routine questioning of the hotel staff 
elicited a complaint from the chambermaids on Garcia's 
floor about the wet weeds and flowers found clogging the 
waste pipe of his bathtub each day. Harper puzzled over this 


_ for some time before finally matching it with another piece 


of information in Garcia's intelligence file. The massed re- 
sources of the U.S. government, represented by about fifty 
federal agents, a dozen cars, a coastguard helicopter and 
crew, one written-off light aircraft, had just been de- 
ployed to watch Miguel Garcia gather voodoo herbs and 
flowers to put in his bath water each morning. 

When the pilots Marcello Lacour and Juan Serra arrived 
from Caracas and checked into the room next to Garcia's, 
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the pace warmed up. With three to keep an eye on 
in a crowded hotel, it was clearly to station one or 
more agents on the same floor, not only to provide an early 
warning system for their colleagues in the lobby but also to 
observe the traffic between the rooms. The only problem 
was that there were no vacancies on that floor. 

Rising to the occasion, one of the Puerto Rican agents de- 
cided to create one. A distant cousin of the hotel manager's 
on his mother’s side, he argued forcefully that a hotelier's 
duty to his country far outweighed his duty to his guests, 
working his cousin up to such a patriotic pitch that he 
eventually summoned two bellhops and proceeded upstairs 
to the sixth floor, where he summarily evicted two Chicago 
— teachers from the room they were occupying opposite 

as. i 

Caught in bras and panties, they naturally objected, 
standing at the door to argue the point with the agent and 
the manager while the bellboys threw their clothes into 
their suitcases. In fact, the two raised such a fuss that the 
_ pilots came out of their room to see what was happening, 

and the agent had to duck out of sight even more hastily 
than the schoolteachers, for fear that Lacour and Serra 
might recognize him later if they spotted him on their tail. 

There was a similar sort of problem with the elevators. 
Sooner or later, Garcia and the pilots were bound to notice 
if the same people travelled up and down with them every 
time; somehow, they had to be delayed long enough en route 
for the agents to get into position before they arrived on 
their floor or in the lobby. 

Once again, the hotel manager literally held the key — this 
time to the elevator controls. After another appeal to his 
patriotism, he gave it to Harper's men, who proceeded to 
damage the hotel's reputation for efficiency as thoroughly 
as they had already damaged it for courtesy. Whenever 
Garcia or the pilots stepped into an elevator, the agent on 
duty would allow it to leave normally but then stop it on 
every intermediate floor for anything up to half a minute 
while one of Harper’s energetic young men bounded up the 
back stairs to reach the sixth floor ahead of them. iq the 
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opposite to the effect that they were on the move would 
ensure that his 
long enough for him to beat them down the back stairs. 
This went on for a week, to the mounting annoyance of 
_ those many guests unfortunate enough to share an elevator 
with Garcia, the pilots, or George Ramos, whose arrival in 
- the early hours of 4 August, had raised excitement in the 
- Caribe Hilton command post to fever pitch. With four men 
under close surveillance, not to mention Willie Dipini, 
- Rudolph Ostheimer, and others whom they met, the com- 
_ ings and goings and scurryings about the hotel became more 
_ and more reminiscent of French farce. 
_ Assigned to take photographs of Garcia's associates, two 
f of Harper's greenest agents hung around the lobby for days 
_ with an air of elaborate unconcern and cameras in paper 
_ bags. Whenever Garcia appeared with anybody, they would 
| leap forward and half blind them with their flash units at 
_ point-blank range — as Harper discovered to his horror one 
_ evening when he happened to see them do it, To his even 
greater amazement, however, neither Garcia nor Ramos 
took much notice. They probably assumed that the two had 
. a photographic concession in the hotel, for by no stretch of 
imagination could government agents be expected to 
ve like that. 
_ ‘Garcia and Ramos also seemed oblivious to the disturb- 
l 
! 


ER 


ce they created whenever they appeared in the hotel 
urant, It might be only half full when they came down 
' to breakfast, but within a couple of minutes, most of the 
_ available places would be taken by federal agents in resort 
_ casuals, carrying walkie-talkies in their ubiquitous brown- 
s pre bags. And within a minute or so of their finishing 
{ kfast, the restaurant would be half empty again, with 
part-eaten meals congealing at a dozen different tables. 

Indeed, it seemed at times as though only Garcia and 
Ramos were unaware of what was going on. Perfect 
' strangers were now stopping Harper and his men on the 
street to ask how the investigation was going. As for the 
hotel staff, they had organized a sweepstake among them- 
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suitcase out to Marignane Airport so that Sereni could catch 
the first available plane back to Paris. 

A few days later, Miguel Garcia called Sereni from 
Venezuela, He was to arrange for the delivery of a further 
100 kilos of heroin in mid-September and then leave for 
Caracas after advising Garcia of his arrival time at Mai- 
ee —— 

n accordance with these instructions, Sereni duly placed 
a oki order through Francois and himself a 
ticket for Avianca Flight 71, departing Paris, Orly, on 29 
August, and arriving Caracas, via San Juan, Puerto Rico, in 
the early morning of 30 August, 


vinced, not unreasonably, that the William Express was 
heading in with a load of narcotics, carried aboard at 
au-Prince by a seaman Garcia 


= 


up Line 

dock in the Miami River on 10 Anger SEMAD Bill War- 

ner, and about twenty other BNDD agents and customs men 

ts fo es eros 

by inch bow to stern. 

The only contraband they found was 25 pounds of 
marijuana, which had to belong to somebody else. It si 

didn't make sense for García, Ramos, Perez, Medina, A 


crew had to be all denied 
> ontario do dd — 
284 


En 
$ 
É 


hen 


disappointment. The The search team with- 
marijuana, leaving a few men behind to 
if had missed a load, nobody would get 


were turned. 

i now, as the search had been staged on the 
his observations with Fortier in Haiti, Schaming 

m ord on the street that he wanted to see Con- 

rmant No. SGI-1-0009, code name Don Juan, 

next day in the parking lot behind Howard 

's on Biscayne Boulevard. 

"You know Orlando Lamadrid?” Schaming asked. 

‘Like my own brother,’ 

"How about George Ramos? They've been hanging around 


‘Sure, You mean the kid who lives out on Menores 
Avenue? Sure, | know him. He works for Garcia.’ 
_ 'Okay,' Schaming said. They got a deal going down? You 
know what they're doing?’ 
"Well, I know Orlando's been promising little surprises to 
everybody at the Ideal Restaurant,’ said Ricardo Morales, 
tiara bald Det dicos mont days. So È genen there's soma 
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coke coming in.” 








17 A E is kind of deal down 
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I talked it over with Orlando, and he agreed: we had to hit 
him. It's too touchy a business. Once you let somebody do 
a number on you, tell you what to do, you're finished. Be- 
sides, you can't say things like that to a Cuban. 

Frank's flamboyance was getting too damn dangerous 
anyway. My godfather I had to put up with; he was family 


In any case, he was making his noise in Caracas, where I 


it couldn't hurt me. 
tude? With the risk of him 
with these dumb 

way. He had to go. Maybe he'd just been coked up at the 
Sands and didn't mean it, but you can't do that, not in this 
business. You got to be careful who you talk to, and how 
you talk to them. 


But Frank? No. With this atti- 
bringing the heat down 


plus. 
"No chance. Only two guys we got to w about. That's 
Nat Elder and Gattis Hinton — and we'll par anes hem 
too, if we have to.’ 
‘Ricardo can get us grenades. He told me,’ 
Tor Christ's sake, Orlando. Nobody's to point th 
finger at us, not if we handle this right. We'll be more upset 
than them, We'll make it look like an accident, Or like he 


got it when somebody tried to rip us off.’ 1. 


"Well, we're still going to need weapons,’ he said. 

‘No, we don't. We got the guns and everything.’ 

We'd just bought a brand-new -357 Magnum, a real 
cannon with a six-inch barrel, And there were of 
He was 
war on Russia, Orlando's brother 
would be 
would ever 


to do it - and in New York, 
it was us, There was Ricardo 





me 
calls or some other stupid move? No 








ybe with one other guy, and people have boating acci- 
dents all the time. My feeling was that none of his lieuten- 


his place. If we handled this right, whoever took over 
would probably still want to go through with the deal any- 


gan were both pretty big, and duck or no duck, Willie Moto 
could take over Puerto Rico with 10 or 20 keys. So if we had 
to wait a little longer for our millions, we'd wind up with 
more money anyway. When you got a guy like Frank 


financing the deal up front and taking the vaa 
7 . 1 ment, you got to give him a break on price, But gt 
"Maybe we'll start a war,’ Orlando said, like that was a stuff off in multi-kilo quantities to several different dealers, 
naturally you charge more to cover the extra handling, in- 
“surance, and overhead. 


The big problem now was timing. I couldn't move against 
Frank till he came through with the money to pay for the 


‚stuff. But once we had the $200,000 he'd been talking about, 
) he was dead. We could raise the other half million we 
“needed by selling the first 25 kilos, and then the rest of the 


stuff would be ours, free and clear. 
problem was the money I needed to buy the 


| Another 
boats and set myself up to cut the load in Haiti. 1 couldn't 


ask Frank for that now, I couldn't go to Zack, either; we 


still owed him a bundle, But there was no reason I couldn't 
ty _ get it from Henry Morgan. 

people | could get to pull the trigger. Willie Moto for one, j: 

te. For a few keys, he would have declared know 


who 


"You going to tell your godfather?’ Orlando wanted to 


Pd thought about that, too, Miguel was going to buy a 
numbers business in Caracas and retire. As long as he got 
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> What's he doing?’ 

of a bitch has got out of hand, that's what he's 
——— started dishing out a few orders here and there, 
and | don't go for that shit.’ 
Ah, don't worry. He's nervous, that's all." 

‘Yeah. After all the bullshit you fed him, Son of a bitch 


g six weeks ago. 

‘Don't worry about it, he said. ‘I'll take care of Frankie.’ 
ek cog ah ata I said. ‘Soon as this deal goes down, I'll 

it. 

Next day, the William Express came back — and the ' 
ry cana When I called Evaristio, he said 

there weren't so many of them as last time, but he didn't 

want to touch the stuff while they were still snooping 
around. I told him he was absolutely right, and not to do- 
nothing until 1 got there, 

— idea what's bugging them?" 1 said. Vou hear them 


Eh Dathan ine eig And I guess they can 
keep this up longer than we can.' 

‘Maybe, How about her sister ship? They hitting her, 
too?" 

‘The José Express? No. She was just in, and nobody — 
bothered with her.’ 

‘Okay. Then it’s simple. Here's what we do. If you have | 
to leave the package on board again, I'll run over to Haiti 
and have Yves pull it out. Then I'll wait for the José 


"The son 


ows 


Express.’ + 
Fine: he said, Ifyou do that, the guy's name is Cater- 
a TE T him to watch out 


— 


. 


f 
N 


Er “Yeah, good. Were probably going to nd both ships 
TES ENIE ie, pcg ba 
t, Luis the Junkman told me. How's it coming?’ 
‘It’s coming. Next trip maybe." 
_ “Ub-bhuh, Well, call me tomorrow. Around seven. Maybe 

- things will cool off.’ 

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘But don't take no chances. You're too close 
to retiring.’ 

When I called the next morning, things were the same. 
| Maybe later, he said. There were only a couple of agents 
> still hanging around. If anything happened, he would call 

me. 

And he did, at about one in the morning, I jumped in the 
car with Anna, and we drove over to his house on North 
River Drive, just across the street from the dock. 

They re still there, ie,’ he said, ‘I could only get half 
of it. Three keys. I'll try for the rest tomorrow.’ 

‘Hey, Evaristio, I told you — no sweat. If you can get the 


- other three, fine. If not, we'll do it like I said. You done a 


good job here. I'll see you're taken care of.’ 

He was really trying to please. And Orlando got all 
excited, too, when we drove over there to stash the three 
keys in his apartment. He was all set to start cutting that 
shit right away. 

‘Hell, no,’ I said. ‘Just hold on to it for a couple of days. 
Let's see if we get the rest of it first.’ 

I wasn't sure yet how | was going to move it. 1 didn't 
feel like calling Frank and putting up with any more of his 
shit, but, on the other hand, I had to keep things cool till 
he kicked in the two hundred thousand. It was all in the 
timing. What I wanted to do, if we got the six, was cut 
them to ten, and then go sweet-talk Henry or Zack. A few 
hours later, Frank himself solved my problem 

‘Hey, Georgie,” he sala, and tio bullshit This time. He was 
stone-cold, feet on the ground. ‘Don't you come up here, 
man. And don't call me — or till Lie you? 

"What's the matter? Got company 2" 

"Like a hound-dog got fleas.’ 

‘Okay.’ remata o bo bot oie 
ing. He wasn't calling for my sake. Thanks for telling me.’ 
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I opened my mouth to ask him about the two hundred 
thousand, but he hung up. 

‘Trouble?’ said Orlando. 

‘Not for us. Frank's pulled down the heat. We're going to 
have to move the stuff some place else.’ 

I didn't like the sound of it. First the ship, and now this. 
Suddenly it didn't seem like such a good idea to leave three 
kilos lying around. 

‘I think I'll go have a talk with Joe Regan,’ 1 said. 

Regan was a black dealer in Miami. I'd met him a few 
times while running around with my godfather. They'd done 
business together back in the sixties. But, first, me and Anna 
took a run over by Victoria Montalvo's house on 
Drive. Miguel had asked me to make sure his old lady was 
okay, so I told her we were having a bit of trouble but I'd 
take care of her as soon as | got it squared away. That was 
strictly for old times’ sake. She wasn't doing nothing for it 
now. Neither was my godfather, come to that. 

As we left the house and turned at the corner, 
twisted around and looked out the back window. 

‘There's a blue car following us,’ she said. 

"You sure?’ In the mirror, I could see a blue Ford, four- 
door, and so what? 

‘There's two guys in front. They look like cops.” 

DIEB 

ept on going, and so did they, I made a left and a right, 
and suddenly they turned into two guys in a gold Javelin. 
So 1 did the same number with them. Left, right — and they 
were still there, Then a white Ford took over as I hit the 
Expressway, and it stayed exactly with us. When 1 went 
fast, it went fast. When I slowed down, it did, too, Anna 
was right. She was never wrong about things like that. 

Tm going to Joe Regan's house anyway,’ I said. ‘Give 
them something to think about.’ 

So I got off the E ay and ran over to 75th Street 
NW and parked right outside his place, just by roth Avenue, 
It was raining. 

"Which one is it now?’ ; 

‘The blue one,’ she said. ‘On the other side of the street. 
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I got out of the car and rang the bell like | was going to 
church. It was most likely the cops, but I couldn't be sure. 
‘Maybe some wise guys about the 100 keys. 
Maybe it was a hit. 

"Hey, Georgie,’ said Joe. ‘Good to see you, man, Come in, 
| This business or pleasure?‘ 

| “Don’t know yet.’ 

“Then come in the back and let's find out,’ 
So we went through the usual bullshit for a couple of 
| minutes, but I didn't want to leave Anna out there too 


“Look here, Joe,’ I said. ‘I got five keys of coke I can let 
you have.’ 
‘Oh, man,’ he said, real wistful. ‘Five keys? That's beauti- 
' ful. But I got to tell you, Georgie — I can't handle five keys 
| at one shot. I mean, | can, but it's going to take me awhile 
to pay you. I just don't have those kind of contacts no more. 
Some of my people got busted.’ 
| ‘That's too bad," I said. And it was. If Joe didn't have the 
tch, maybe | was going to have trouble unloading the 
for money up front. So I let him down easy. ‘Well, 
ybe I can fix it so you pay me off by installments, I'll 
e back and see you if I want to handle it like that.’ 
Two more minutes of bullshit and I was on my way. 
‘So what's happening, baby?’ 
Nothing,’ she said. They're just sitting there.’ 
I still didn't quite believe this. I never had the heat on my 
tail before, not that I knew of, and it didn't seem ble 
that they were after me. But they were. As I drove n to 
the corner, the blue Ford came along, too. Just to see what 
they were made of, I caught a straight street and up 
that Stingray for a few blocks, but no good. The gold Javelin 
was right up there with me. This wasn't no hit or nothing. 
_ It was the cops, playing cat and mouse in three cars, 
So ... Shit. 


“What are you going to do, baby?’ 
‘Im just trying to figure it out,’ I said. 
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ing with me in the car, They didn't know about the Í 
ment or they would have tagged us with it, But somehow Maybe he's at Isabelita's.' 
they had caught on | was dealing dope. And either I wasn't When he wasn't home, he generally hung out with 
supposed to notice the surveillance or they were trying to | Ricardo Morales and his other cronies at Isabelita's Ideal 
crowd me into making mistakes. Restaurant, down by 9th Court and 8th Street, It was a long 
Let's go by the house,’ I said. ‘See what's going on there.’ | shot, but I guess Cosmo Lacroix suddenly woke up and saw 
So I led the blue Ford and the gold Javelin over to what was going on, because as we were driving down a side 
Gables and trundled down our block. The ‘street near the restaurant, who should come driving up the 
Ford was parked right across from the house, and | other way but Orlando in his little white Valiant. We held 
further along the street was a green Noya with two | a conference right there. 
sitting up front, | didn't stop. - "just shook off the heat," I said. "We got to get rid of that 
“Well,” I said. "The Gestapo's here.’ stuff. Any ideas?’ 
‘So what can they do?’ said Anna. She wasn't too "How about Joe Regan?’ 
ried, either. "No good. He don't got the money, and the cops followed 
‘Nothing,’ I said. "Let's go see my grandmother.’ | me there.’ 


f 
: 
5 
a 
| 
E 
3 
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Hospital ‘Okay. Then I got the answer," he said. ‘I talked to Elpidio 
Avenue and NW 7th Street. She had always had a bad heart, | Hernandez. This is a guy your godfather knows. And he's 
and in the middle of all this other trouble, my aunt Minerva | interested.’ 
had called to say the old lady had just had another attack. ‘How interested?" 
So me and Anna picked up some flowers and visited with — “He's a businessman. No flimflam about it. He says he's 
her for a while, all bright and cheerful, but as we were leav- ‘interested, that means he'll buy if he likes the price.’ 
ing, 1 told my aunt to stick around if she could. We'd run ‘Okay. Call him. Set up a meet at your place for around 
into a bit of trouble, | said. Nothing serious, but in case it | twelve tonight.’ 
got worse, I didn't want my grandmother to hear nothing ' ight.” 


about it on the radio. "And come back here around ten to let me know if he can 
I was really worried about her, and as we drove away make it.’ 


from the hospital with the cops right behind us again, I ‘Okay. What are you going to do about the car?’ 
i 1 The car?’ 


suddenly got tired of this cat-and-mouse bullshit. The first 
chance I got, I jumped a red light and took off, darting "Not hard to spot if the cops are looking for you.’ 
around a few streets till I lost them. "You're right,’ I said. ‘Tell you what. Follow me over to 
Now they knew I'd spotted them. I'd only done it to Coral Way. I'll leave it behind the movie house.’ 
aggravate their arse, but then it hit me, I was the _ So we drove over to the Coral Gables Twin Theatres at 
decoy, just like I'd figured. While I kept them busy, gr Avenue, and after I locked up the Corvette, we got into 
ing me around, Orlando could unload the three keys. And if Orlando's Valiant. 
they it up, I could also draw them off when the roo. ‘Hey, I been thinking," he said, ‘If the cops latched on to 
keys came through. E you, maybe they're looking for me as well.’ 
"Now I got to talk to Orlando,’ | said. "Well, if they are,’ I said, ‘they'll have your apartment 
You 


want to go by his apartment?" Anna souñided sur- staked out, Let's go see.’ 
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He lived in a quiet, dark neighbourhood on SW 27th Lane. 
We cruised all the streets around his place for about fifteen 
OIC No cars, Nobody watching 

house, o 

‘Okay, you're clean,’ I said. ‘If Anna don't see nothing, 
there's nothing to see.’ 

“Well, thank Christ for that,’ he said. “With three kilos in 
there, I'm glad they're after you. 

“Yeah, that's what I — Oh, shit!" 

They both looked out the windows, expecting to see the 


cops. 
'I just remembered,’ I said, 'I got three, four ounces hid in 
the apartment.’ 


Back we went again to Coral Gables. I didn't want no- — 


body spotting Orlando's car, so he ped me off by the 
bowling alley a couple of blocks from the house. 

‘Fil be back in five minutes,’ | said. ‘If I'm gone longer 
than that, start driving around, I'll wait for you here.’ 

All around the a t house were trees and bushes. If 


spotted me. Then, even if they had a warrant, I'd be upstairs 


and getting rid of the stuff before their boots hit the street, _ 
So 1 played Indian scout right up to the front door, and — 


ducked inside so quick if they blinked they m 
missed me. I had the key in my hand as 

and I was inside the apartment and had the chain on the 
door without hardly breaking my stride. Five seconds later, 
I was flushing $3.500 down the toilet, but with another 15 
keys on the way, I wasn't too worried about it. In fact, now 
I didn't give a damn what they did. 


outside, That didn't mean they weren't there; it just meant 
they didn't have a warrant. | had my hand on 
leave, when the À 

‘Hey, Georgie.’ It was Evaristio, “You want to come over? 
I got the rest of the load for you.’ 


That struck me as kind of funny. I just got rid of three 


ounces, and here's another three 
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"What’s the joke?’ 
I'm just happy it off. But 


Evaristio, you got 
- you'll have to hang on to it for a while. I'm kind of tied up.’ 


"No, wait a minute,' he said. That's not part of the deal, 
Pm not your stash, Georgie, I don't want this stuff in my 


- house. All I do is get it off the boat, you know that.’ 


‘Sure, Evaristio, sure — take it easy. It won't be more than 


a few hours. And you wouldn't want me over there right 


now, not with the company | got.’ 

That slowed him down. ‘Oh, Jesus,’ he said. 

‘No sweat. If I can't get there myself, I'll send somebody 
over to take care of it. Just sit tight.’ 

Now I knew they couldn't touch me, I was even enjoying 
this a little. Like a game of chess, I hung up on Evaristio 
and called Luis the an. 

"Hey, Luis, You busy? 1 got a little job for you.’ 

s * he said. 


"Well, Pd like for you to take a run by Evaristio's house 
and see him.’ 

"Well, Georgie, I'd like to help you out," he said, ‘but I 
can't right now. I got some people coming over any minute, 
Maybe tomorrow.' 

"Yeah, sure.’ Son of a bitch. ‘I'll call you. 

‘Sure. Hear you had some trouble. They hit the boat 


again?’ 


‘Luis, the only trouble I got is people running scared. Ner- 
vous people I don't need, not with the deal we got going 
down,’ And I hung up on him, 

Evaristio would have to cope. Maybe Id call the old lady 
in the morning and have her pick it up. 

As I came out of the house, the blue Ford was making a 
slow pass down the block. I stood and watched it go by, just 
to aggravate their arse, then darted into the bushes as soon 


as it went behind a tree. When I got back to the corner, I 


had to wait a couple of minutes before Orlando came by 
with Anna to pick me up. 

‘Baby, we were worried about you,’ she said. There's 
cops all over the ‘ 

‘I was on the x 
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They got cars coming in from everyw 

‘No, no,’ I said. ‘Everything's cool. There ain't nothing 

SER oh 
cept for those three my apartment,’ Orlando 
said, and he didn't sound happy. 

‘Okay. Drop us off by my car and go fix the meet. After 
we unload the stuff, maybe we'll take a little vacation until 
all this blows over.’ 

I had it in mind we might go to Haiti, Anna and me. No 
way was | going to bring in another load just yet, not into 
this kind of heat. And it could be just the chance I needed to 
get Frank over there. So we picked up the car and went for 
a stroll, keeping off the main drags, and around ten o'clock 
met up with Orlando again behind Isabelita's. 

‘It’s all set,’ he said. ‘He'll be over at the house around 
two o'clock.’ 

e DOW ANG OR DER 
dad 


I let him go first and followed a 
Anna kept a sharp lookout. After lost us, | guess the 
cops figured they’d pick us up again sooner or later at the 
ee he ee 
cars up there. Anyway, we 't see over to 
Orlando's place, and when we got —— 
was still quiet as a cemetery. To play it safe, we parked a 
e On Walken Gees Late be 
young couple out g And nothing, Nobody 
standing around. Nobody sitting in cars. Which made me 
think the heat had to be coming from something my 
father or Frank had done. If they were only after me, 
it had to be coming from out of town, because the 
fuzz would have known Orlando was tied in with me and 
— A hana Mache 08 S 06 Doth ANo pae na 
e let us in and, with Anna helping us, we the 
done in half an hour. No fancy cuts this time: 1 fost 8 


the three keys into a big garbage bag, dumped two keys of 


lactose on top, and shook it like hell. Then we weighed the. 


stuf out in half kilos, and wound up with ten chubbyJitde 
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plastic packs, After that, we went out to get a ham- 
e I hadn't eaten all day, 

Hernandez was there on the button — always a good sign. 
And as soon as the introductions were over, it was straight 
down to business. Orlando was right. No flimflam. 

“Where's the stuff?’ 

I took one of the half-kilo bags and put it on top of the 
refrigerator, right under the light. Hernandez cut it open, 
took a little bit out, sniffed it, tasted it. 

‘How much?" he said, 

‘Tl take eleven.’ I figured we could get by in Haiti for a 
while on $55,000. 

‘Drop that a point and I'll take it all,’ he said, 

‘All right.” In our situation, | wasn't about to fight over 
$5,000, ‘It's all yours. You want to take it now?’ 

‘Sure, If you want to trust me for the money.’ 

We both laughed. 

‘Okay,’ I said. "When and where tomorrow ?* 

"Well, I got to go get the money at the bank. So let's say 
around noon, to be on the safe side.’ 

I didn't like it. That was another twelve hours to play 
pat-a-cake with the cops — or the federal agents or whoever 
they were, But I couldn't push the guy, in case I made him 
nervous. If he got the idea there was heat around ... Looked 
like the time had come for Orlando to earn his bread. 

‘All right, Orlando,’ I said. ‘It's your baby. You drop the 
load and collect the money. Where do you want it, Elpidio?” 

Hernandez looked at me. My partner's got an apartment 
on Coral Way — 1860 Coral Way. First floor. Apartment 1.’ 

‘Okay. And he'll have the money?’ 

‘Right — but not there. I'll take delivery, and then Orlando 
can pick up the money from my partner over by the bank. 
On 27th Avenue. He'll meet you on the corner there,’ 

In the ordinary way, 1 wouldn't have gone for that, but I 
didn't have much choice, ‘Fine,’ I said. That's it, then.’ 

He left a few minutes later, and a little while after that, 
the three of us followed him out. Anna had been catching 
a nap in the bedroom while the deal was going down, but 
she was awake all right as we drove off with Orlando, who'd 
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offered to take us around to where I'd left my car. Eloy ty nace of grin away with E we went back 


"You see that Chevy up the street?’ she said. "With the 
side lights on? And the York tag?’ 
‘No,’ said Orlando. Then he kind of groaned. ‘Now I do. 
It's coming after us.’ 
It wasn't that that me — it was Orlando's re- 
As I sat there watched him, he just came un- 


mirror, shaking his head. ‘Oh, Jesus.’ He didn't know where 
he was going or what to do. And I didn't know what to say 
to him; it was embarrassing. He suddenly hung a wild left 
turn on a two-way street, snarling up both lanes of traffic, 


‘All right,’ I said. That's fantastic. You lost them. Now 
pull over and let me drive.’ 

So he stopped and slid over as I ran around the front to 
in behind the wheel, We seemed to have shook the 


"Now what am I going to do?" Orlando said, still moan- 
bi — — 

esus. 

‘They don't got a warrant," I said. ‘If they did, 'd have 
hit us just now. They're Se acne * 

‘So they'll get a warrant,’ He shook his head. "You got to 
help me out, Georgie. That ain't my shit in there.’ 

He didn't have to say nothing —— 
ready to go to pieces. If they picked him up in this state, T 
go down with him, no doubt about that. I was going to have 
to try to get the five keys out of there. This just ‘t my 
day. But we'd drawn off the stakeout, so there was a 
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right now. It was better odds than the hundred per cent cer- 
tainty of pulling one-to-fifteen for conspiracy if we didn't. 
‘Okay. Could be they're not after us at all,” I said. ‘Could 
be Hernandez brought the heat with him, But we got to get 
that stuff out of there. And quick.’ 
"You mean now?’ It stiffened him up like a slap in the 


“You want to wait till the stakeout comes back? But God 
knows where we're going to stash it.’ 

' know a guy,’ Orlando said. ‘Over on SW sth Street.’ 

‘Fine, Then let's go,’ I started the car and turned back the 
way we'd come. ‘Baby, I'm going to drop you off with Feo 
at the corner. | want you to grab a cab home.’ 

‘No, baby. I'm staying. Maybe I can help.’ 

‘Honey, 1 got a lot on my mind. You can help me by go- 
ing home. I don't want to have to worry about you as well.’ 

‘I'm staying,’ she said. 

There was no time to argue, and not much point in it 
either when she was in that kind of a mood. 

‘All right, But stay in the car. I don't want to have to 
come looking for you with five keys of dope in my hands.’ 


guys  . "Pl stay in the car and keep watch,’ she said. Her feelings 


were hurt. 
"You'll stay in the car and keep down,’ I said. 
Behind Orlando's place was a vacant lot with some heavy 


construction pment parked there and plenty of trees 
and bushes around for cover. It was also dark. I rolled 
down the street very quietly, lights off, and pulled in by 


the entrance to the lot. As far as we could see, nobody was 
watching the back of the house. 

Orlando had a hold on himself now. He slipped out on 
; door without a sound, and we split up, 
crossing the lot in short rushes, freezing every few yards to 
listen out. The big danger spot was the wall we had to 
climb. It 


wasn't hard to get over, but it was just high 

enough to hide anybody standing in the yard if they'd 
posted a man back there. 

I let Orlando go first. After all, it was his house, and he 
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knew the layout better. Nothing happened, and so 1 fol- 
lowed him, down only inches away from a bunch 
of garbage cans. If I'd hit them, I'd have woken half the 
neighbourhood. 

Orlando the-back door open and was 


I took a quick look at the street from window, but 
couldn't see So I piled the ten packs into a 
shopping and load up. 


"You don't have to,’ I said. So what if they found a few 


of his fingerprints? He lived here, didn't he? ‘Dump every- 
thing by the trash cans, Inside if there’s room.’ 


I opened the door a few inches and listened. All quiet in 


the house. So I gave Orlando the nod, and took off. | was out 
of that across the yard, and back over the wall in 
about seconds. Then 1 crouched down on the other 
side for a moment, making sure there was nobody waiting 
tl 
w 


gé 


for us, but I could see Anna in the car - or though 
e hg 

‚ I made a run for it, keeping low, and 
shopping bag over into the back seat as she pushed 
door for me, 


beds 

"He's coming,’ I said. But a ten seconds 
fore | heard him ned ac mati oad 
finger by then. As he grabbed for the door, 1 
motor, and in the same instant a car appeared on 
section behind us, signalling a right turn to come 3 
our direction. 
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‘Let's go,’ I said, and floored it, throwing Orlando across 
the seat with the door still half open. He managed to get it 
shut just in time as I hung a left at the corner, A second later 
and he'd have been thrown out. A few more turns, heading 
away from SW sth Street, and 1 lost them. Running without 
lights, even a white car is hard to follow in that kind of resi- 
dential neighbourhood, where there's lots of trees and 
shadows. I stopped and waited for a couple of minutes to 
make sure they weren't foxing around the next corner, then 
I put the lights on and doubled back to SW sth, keeping to 
the side streets as much as I could, 

We found the house, and Orlando went to the door alone 
to wake up his friend. They talked for a minute, then the 
guy started nodding his head, yawning, and | knew it was 
okay. We were home free. Orlando came back to the car, 
grinning all over his face. Anna handed him the shopping 
bag, and we watched him stow it under the canvas cover of 
a boat trailer in the ca 

We rode away from that house like kids on a picnic. We'd 
done it. We'd beaten them out. They could corner us now, 
and there wasn't a goddamn thing they could tag us with. 
We just had to be the smartest, toughest, goddamned un- 
beatablest combination in the business, 1 drove back to Or- 
lando's place with the lights on high beam, windows down, 
and the radio going full blast. 

“What about Elpidio?* Orlando said. 

‘That's up to you, man,’ I said. “You know how it goes. If 
there’s no heat around tomorrow, go ahead and do it. If you 
got any doubts, forget it, Don't matter. Even if we lose the 
stuff, it don't matter. Better lose five than a hundred, right?" 

‘Right. Okay. I'll take care of it.’ 

‘Sure. Just be careful, that's all. Don't take no chances, 
With the stuff we got coming, who cares?’ 

‘Don't worry,’ he said. ‘Everything's cool.’ 

He dropped us off by my car and went on his way. Feo 
watered a tree, Then we set off for home — and suddenly 

was not cool. As 1 drove down the block, cars 
started up and lights came on all around us. I turned down 
Ponce de Leon Boulevard, and there had to be six or eight 
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of them after me, strung out all over the road. 

“We got a motorcade here,” Anna said. She was hopping 
about, all excited. 

"Yeah. They must have found the lactose.’ 

‘So, what now? You going to stop?’ 

‘Stop? Hell, no. Let's give them a workout.’ 

I leaned on it a little to open up a gap. The streets were 
pretty empty at that hour in the morning, so there was no 
traffic I could use. In the end, I would have to outrun them, 
which 1 figured 1 could do pretty easily when I got bored 
with this game. | could see nothing back there to keep 
with a Corvette. But what they lacked in speed, they m 
up for in numbers. I'd stirred up an anthill, Every time I 
A I'd pick up another car at the next corner. 


eS 


business. As soon as one of his cars lost contact with me, 
he'd order it into a covering position some place to pick me 
up if I made a turn or dou back. I don't know how 


“Whatever you say, baby.' She yawned, Tonight I'm 
really tired.’ 

"Well, it’s been a busy day,’ I said. ‘How about the San 
ain oe 8th and 24th Avenue?’ 


9 


- 


‘Look, 1 better go tell Orlando where he can find me," I 
said, after | got Anna settled in a room there, 

o di ie a E Can't you just call 

‘Better not. They may have a tap on his phone. I won't be 
too long.’ 

It was taking a chance, but with all this heat around, I 
didn't want him taking an even bigger one in the morning, 
not at least without checking with me first. 

The streets were all quiet again now. 1 saw nothing on 
the way over, or even around his house. Maybe they'd 
figured we were in for the night. Orlando came to the door 
in his underwear. 

_ T'm not staying,’ I said. “1 just want to tell you we didn't 
go home, We're at the San Juan Motel. Room 3. 
"Why? What's happening?’ 
ing. Just keeping them guessing. So come and see 
me around eight, okay?’ 

“What for?’ 

‘So we can see what's going on. Right now, they got an 
army on the street, Maybe things’ll quieten down and maybe 
they won't. So don't do nothing until you check with me, 
okay?" 

‘Okay. Eight o'clock. Room 3.’ 

I out on the sidewalk, 1 knew 1 was being 


As 
_ watched. I could feel their eyes on me in the dark. And now 


I didn’t think it was funny any more. I wanted to go to bed. 

As I pulled away from the kerb, again they started up 
all around me, and after weaving a few turns, | led another 
procession on to the Ponce de Leon Boulevard. This time, 
they had even more cars. They were coming out of the 
walls. No matter how 1 corkscrewed around, leaving rubber 
all over the street, there was always somebody waiting for 
me up front. And now it turned ugly, Now they weren't 
just trying to follow me — this wasn't surveillance no more. 
They were after my arse, They were looking to push me 
into doing something stupid, like hitting a tree, and saving 
themselves 


some paperwork. 
A couple of times I nearly rammed one of their cars 
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as it came out of an intersection ahead of me, just 


broadside | O j 
squeezing their nerve failed, then I came j 
— | epora 


a real four-wheel drift to within a couple of feet of them, 
and found myself 
or three cars right 
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I backed up fast. As he hopped out of the A 
up over the lawn and flower beds, carried away a 
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— cin the wre wey. BUE AR their 
ed me into the dead end. 1 picked up 
after a couple of blocks, lost him with a left anc 
found a second one waiting, and led him over to Ci 
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As I turned on to it, he was maybe two blocks behind. 

I killed the lights and stepped on that Corvette all the 
way, just flooding it to the floor. In the mirror, I saw the 
guy turning after me, but by then I had 100 on the clock 


_ with the needle still moving up. His lights fell farther and 


farther back. As soon as they were out of sight, | whipped 
around on roth, did a couple more turns, and that was it, 
Good night. I trundled over to the San Juan and went to bed, 

Orlando knocked at the door of our room around eight- 
thirty. 1 was already up. 

‘How does it look out there?’ 

‘I didn't see nothing,’ he said. ‘I looked all around, and 
nothing. If it stays this quiet, I'll go ahead with the deal.’ 

‘Okay. It's up to you. But remember what I said. If you 
see anything, don't move, Just forget it.’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘No, wait a minute," I said. ‘I want you to take Anna to 
my grandmother's house, I got to get rid of the car. Every 
cop in Dade County knows it by now.’ 

‘She home? Your grandmother?’ 

“No, she's still in the hospital. But Anna's got a key, and 
nobody's going to bother her there.’ 

As they drove off, a little white Ford Pinto started up 
across the street and went after them. It didn't surprise me, 
not after the show they'd put on. Either they'd followed 
him over or they'd spotted the Corvette on the motel lot, 
And it didn't worry me a whole lot either. | knew Anna 
would spot it, and after what I'd told him, he'd have enough 


_ common sense to lay back. It didn't take a college educa- 


tion to figure the odds, 
So I let them go, and drove over to Miami Beach to sell 


_ the Corvette back where it came from. Nobody followed 


me. | stopped on the MacArthur Causeway a couple of 
times to make sure of that, but nobody else did the same, 
and I found that a bit strange. Why would they want to 
follow Orlando and not me? Unless they knew something? 
I put it out of my mind. What could they know? Quickest 
way to go crazy was trying to read something into every 
little thing that happened. 
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I took $5,500 for the car. That was the trade price. The 
guy said he could y get me my money back if 
wanted to leave it him for a few days, but I didn't want ~ 
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It was around noon when | got there, 

‘Have you heard from Orlando?" I said. 

Anna shook her head. 

‘Well, I guess it’s too early. If the deal is going down, he'll 
be dropping the stuff about now.’ 

"You see the Pinto that followed us?’ she said. 


anyone watching it, and no sign 
I didn't know quite what to do. It was 29 August, 
shipment was on its way to Caracas. 
are you going to do about Evaristio?* Anna said, 
feeding Feo his dessert. Strawberry ice cream. 


3 


E 


of coke. If you want them, go see Evaristio, a 
don't want nothing to do with it, just say so, and we'll be 
on our way.’ 

‘No need for that,’ she said, like I'd hurt her feelings. 
“torrar ea a You want something? 

me.’ 

‘Yeah. Sure. You want the three keys, go get them. Or 
send Martinez. I don't care who does it, as long as you get 
them off Evaristio's hands.’ 

"May be I'll ask Luis the Junkman.' 

‘Good luck.’ 

‘Then me and Anna can take them to New York.’ Now 
she was full of big plans. 

‘I'm not going,” Anna said. 

"We can go as mother and daughter. Nobody'll bother us.’ 

‘She's not going,’ I said. ‘And don't Luis neither. I'm 
going to want him in Haiti in a couple of days.’ 

"What about Orlando?’ 

‘Good question.’ | looked at Anna, but she knew better 
than to say anything. “If he calls, tell him I'll be home.’ 

He didn't call. And it didn't make sense to go looking for 
him. He could have got busted. Or Hernandez could have 
dusted him off for the five keys — which didn't seem too 
likely. He could be hiding out from the heat. Or he could 
have ripped me off for the fifty thousand. Whichever it was, 
I figured I'd hear about it soon enough. 1 had ty to 
think about, with 20 kilos of heroin landing in cas in 
a few hours. 

Next morning, there was still no word. Anna went off to 
Miami-Dade Junior College as usual, and I went to the bank 
to cash the $5.500 cheque I had from selling the Corvette, 
We had to have wheels. After shopping around a few 
dealers, | bought a nice little dark blue 1972 Volkswagen, 
and not even Anna spotted me in it when I drove over after 
school to pick her up at the beauty parlour. But that was 
mainly because she had other things on her mind. 

1 called Orlando's sister,’ she said. ‘He got busted.’ 

‘No shit." I think I'd known all along. ‘When?’ 

"Yesterday. Right after he delivered the stuff.’ 
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‘Is he out or what?" 
‘No, she says he's in Dade County Jail.’ 
lt why in hell didn't Matilde call us? What's his 
2 
‘She said $200,000,’ 
"Jesus. Well, we better go see the old 


said. My 
wouldn't want me to put up the house. It's all 1 got ín the 
world. And, anyway, it ain't worth that much.’ 

*Your son wouldn't leave nobody in the 
rot in jail,’ I said. Ap rd quae hs 
out, right, Mario?” 

My godfather's brother gave it his close consideration. He 
was in the real estate business. “Well, if he's in the organiza- 
tion,” he said, ‘we better see what we can do. Go find out the 
details and let me know.’ 


‘Ever since my son went away, it's been nothing but — 


trouble,’ Victoria said. 
"Yeah, he got away just in time,’ I said. 
Before going over to the courthouse, | figured 
we ought to find out all we could from Orlando's sister, but 
when we got to her place, who should answer the door but 


Orlando himself, — der ety ally Fer . 


like a kid caught stealing bubble 
‘How 


_ thousand and El 


ning around trying to put * Serge together.’ 
‘Hernandez sprung me,’ he said, They dropped it to fifty 
pidio put er up. 
‘Elpidio did? How come?’ 
‘He wants me to say he didn't know what was in the 
package. 
‘Oh, great. Just what you need. A perjury rap. Get in the 
car, for Christ's sake." 
He climbed in the back, and we drove off. It was all so 
stupid. | didn’t know where to start, and neither did he. 
‘Okay,’ 1 said. ‘So what the heil happened?” 
shrugged. "Well, I came over to you — nothing. I 
took Anna to your grandmother's — nothing.’ 
"What do you mean, nothing? What about the Pinto?" 
1 didn't see it no more after that, Just that one time. 
TATE, was cool. So around 11:30 we went over to 
oe at Armando's, and then we went to 
the ds on Way. And still nothing. They must have 
been waiting there, because they hit me as I was coming 


out.’ 


| 


that first — 


the hell did you get out?" I said. ‘We just bèn qun- 
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*Just a minute,’ I said. "Who's we? 
‘Ricardo was with me.’ He laughed, shaking his head. 
‘That guy. They must have had six cars, and still he beat 


to them out.’ 


I had to be dreaming. ‘Who?’ 
‘Ricardo Morales, | offered him $2,000 to carry the gun.’ 








they walked together to watch Sanz 

of heroin in the trunk of his car. Every- 

E without a hitch. They stood in the park- 

ing lot, laughing and congratulating themselves, as Sanz 
_ drove away with Mijares and Sereni. 

On 30 August 1972. in the cool of the morning, Antonio They were so lighthearted, indeed, — — 





| 
4 
3 
Z 
d 
3 
: 
i 
u 
a 
e 
E 
E 
3 
R 
1 
i 
i 


, t - take the matter up with Orsatti. The Pimp, however, had 
he gave his baggage claim stubs to Sanz, according to plan, ji gone home by then to his apartment on the Avenida los 
and presented himself to a customs agent with just his carry- | Jabillos, not far from the stash. It was now about nine- 
on overnight a containing toilet things and a few small thirty. 

id agent looked through it, Sanz and Mijares —  Ateleven, everything fell apart. 
tified his two large brown suitcases by means of the Garcia, Orsatti, Sereni, and everybody else involved in the 
claim stubs, lifted them off the conveyor, walked calmly affair, except Sanz and Mijares, were arrested by the 
> customs agents searching the other passengers’ Venezuelan Judicial Police Technical. Corps and charged 
sna cress thes detest tone Cat with traffic in, MENES or narcotics, contrary 
to 1 of 


the Penal Code. 
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to take fright at the company it was keeping, Pierre Salinger 
resigned as a director of Gramco, and the stage was then set 
for a spectacular crash in late 1972 that would ruin thou- 
sands of small investors Central and South 
America. 


A more reliable paymaster for the FBI, which had em- 
ployed Morales as an informer on a regular monthly stipend 
since 1968. It was an association of which he took full ad- 
vantage. Early in 1971, he cemented his relations with the 
federal government by going to work for the BNDD as well, 
on a starting retainer of $350 a month. This was soon in- 
creased, reflecting results. In April 1972, barely four months 
before informing on Orlando Lamadrid, Morales secured the 
conviction of two prominent Miami dope dealers — Manuel 
Penabaz-Tobio, and Felipe Donado-Duran — by testifying 
against them in open court. 

How news of this failed to reach Lamadrid, Ramos, and 
the Cuban community as a whole is a mystery, but fail it 
did, On 25 August, the day the six kilos returned to Miami 


Restaurant, and ending that night with the abandonment, 
for the time being, of attempts to get the load ashore. 

On 29 August, at their usual ten o'clock breakfast con- 
ference, Lamadrid asked Morales for help. He and Ramos 
had finally gotten hold of half the shipment, he said, but the 
Feds had chased them all over town with it. They had a 
buyer, though — a guy named El Pillo — who was due at 
Lamadrid's apartment at 11:30, (Elpidio Hernandez owned 
a construction company called El Pillo Development Cor- 
poration.) Now Lamadrid needed a driver and bodyguard. 
Was Morales willing ? 

Morales was willing, 

Lamadrid left the restaurant much relieved at the thought 
of having such a formidable man on his side. A few 
—* —— left, too. He went to the pharmacy 
next door and telephoned Charles Schaming at the regional 
office of the BNDD. - 

Half an hour afterwards, Morales picked ca in 
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to meet Hernandez. Their arrival was watched by BNDD 
_ Group Supervisor Constantine Kritikos and Special Agents 
_ Jim Sweat, Bill Warner, and Philip Martin. Lamadrid seemed 
nervous and agitated. While he waited in the car for Her- 
nandez to appear, he regaled Morales with a breathless ac- 
count of how the previous evening he and Ramos had 
removed the stuff from his apartment under the agents’ 
noses and hidden it at a friend’s house. He also told Morales 
that he had four kilos to sell to El Pillo for $40,000, not five 
for $50,000, having presumably decided to hold one back 
for himself to compensate for the emotional wear and tear. 
Hernandez was late. He drove on to the block around 
noon in his green Riviera, and Lamadrid got out of the car 
to give him his instructions. Hernandez was to go straight 
to the drop and wait for him there. Returning to Morales, 
Lamadrid told him to drive to 2160 SW sth Street, which 
he did, taking care to use his directional signals for the 


benefit of ts Warner and Martin in the car behind, 
Observed by the agents at a distance, Lamadrid retrieved 
the ing bag with the five kilos from under the boat 


cover, and rejoined Morales, who now turned south on 22nd 
_ Avenue, taking care not to lose the government car in traffic. 
_As he approached the two-storey building at 1860 Coral 
Way, he spotted El Pillo’s Riviera outside and parked just 
_ behind it, 
Now that the moment had come, Lamadrid looked into 
the shopping bag at his feet and compromised. Instead of a 
full kilo, he took out just one of the half-kilo bags and 
shoved it under his seat before getting out of the car and 
_ walking into the building with the other nine. Morales 
_ watched him go. He also watched Group Supervisor Kritikos 
_and Agent Sweat, who had been following Hernandez, go 
into the lobby after him, and Agents Warner and Martin 
scramble out of their car to join them. Well satisfied with 
his morning's work, Morales backed up a little, drove 
around the Riviera, and went to find a telephone. Agent 
Schaming was standing by for his call. 
_ Meanwhile, the four agents in the lobby were not certain 
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. As Garay groped for the gun in 


mounted him. 
-*You say one word about this,’ he muttered, pumping 


ankle holster, Miller due hi over on Ma bac 
was probably ta 


*You ain't en 
tei didn't right, — 
"Me and you got to talk." 
"Again?" Beckwith sounded weary. 


u 
= ‘You goddamn right.’ 


‘Something happen again, boss?" 
"Might ee RE TO TOR, FOR will 


“About what now?" 

“What you 

Though guarded in what he said, knowing his —— 
, Matthews went on to accuse Beck. 

iscreet in his business dealings. 

eyes all over the streets, man,’ he said. Them 


They 
began to see the funny side of two tough cops, both | motherfuckers. Eyes like cats’ eyes all over the mother- 


men, performing in the missionary position for the 


nation’s number-one drug dealer, and Miller, too, found it _ 
shot, convinced. 
er 
the On over.’ 
' “Yeah, well. l'II come over and you can talk, man.’ 
t on. We can have a long talk, 'cause you know we 
together.’ 


hard to resist, even though he was first in line to 
Then Matthews said something to Darby, who 
They had evidently concluded, as Miller had 
would, yea beca io ha 

party next door, A few moments later, the went out, 
and the two officers escaped gratefully into the field, 


From the wiretaps, it soon acae Oar | ines 
not Garcia or the collapse of the 100-kilo deal, was the real — 


cause of Matthews's bad temper. On 4 September, Dolores 
Beckwith called Barbara Hinton to discuss the catering 
arrangements for a combined housewarming 
Day cookout they were holding 
Saori Reagan dl pr agrio 
tion before Matthews, the mock Muslim, was 


and after exchanging a few fairly jocular insults, the two | 


men took over the call themselves. 


that afternoon at Button- — 


fucking street.’ 
Beckwith rejected the accusation, but Matthews was not 


‘If you did that,’ he said, ‘take another trip, man, ‘cause 
that's too dangerous right now. I'll talk to you again. Come 


en 


* eae Mn up, Matthews made him promise several 
“more times to come to the barbecue, but Beckwith never 
and Labor showed. 


‘Fuck him, fuck him, fuck him,” said Matthews to Darby 
on the t next day. *1 didn't do nothing to him. He 
Want to act that way, the hell with him. I ain't thinking 
- about it.’ 

But he was, And it became increasingly obvious that 

was cooking between Beckwith and- Charles 


something 
'Fll beat your arse in anyway, said Matthews, as hip Queries Matthews swallowed his pride. He called Beckwith 
contribution. 


, and even got off his sickbed to go looking for 


“What's wrong, cap?’ Beckwith pretended to be puzzled. him, but to no avail. On 11 September, in the course of a 
right.’ 


‘Because you ain't 
‘Captain Knickerbocker, what's wrong?’ 
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Jong, rambling 


telephone conversation with Pop Darby, 
who had been trying to mediate between them. Matthews 
4 319 





alternately complained and raged about the way his last of the millworkers had left the O.K: Corral about ten 

friend and partner was avoiding him. minutes earlier; Beckwith was known to be a gun freak, and ~ 
"You know what it is?’ he said. ‘I'm going to tll yon) _ Miller had no intention of risking his men, or his potential 

exactly what it is. Mickey feels like I am superior over him, a gen. 


and he resent me ... If you want to put it all down in a the front door to the lobby, of glass to a 
nutshell, this is why he keep avoiding me, don't want to see cb di eo rd ple rei 
me, don't want to talk to me.’ _ were two apartments on the first floor, not one, as they had 
Pop Darby had to agree. “Well, I told him. I said, “Man,” supposed. 
I said, “you know that man was sick. Got out of his bed Both had unusual front doors. They were not wood but 
fool, looking for you to talk to you,” I say. “And steel, hung on steel doorframes set in concrete between two- 
he got back in, shit, Barbara had to go and get the  by-four beams. Miller decided to tackle the rear apartment 
WS dak cies ean aed ee _ first and motioned to Roger Garay, who took off his coat 
donit you. go and talk tò thir mian ond pe with a sigh. It took half an hour’s steady swinging with a 
—— out before you find yourself out in the  20-pound sledge, and a contribution from two other men 
— wom techies — with an axe and crowbar, before the door gave way, but as 
The two then branched off into a highly critical an soon as he stepped inside, Miller knew he had hit the jack- 


— 


like a 
when 
—* 


ir 


ek Reckwitii's felling a.a family man, blind, nd ao pot. It was the first tangible proof of the size of Matthews's 

partner, touching off yet another anguished from Operation: one of the biggest and best-stocked narcotics 

Matthews. - mills he had ever seen. - 

‘Stinking arse mother-fucker,' he said. ‘You just tell him, — SP gis E ape tren ec rs ml 
whenever you see him, you just tell him — did you tell him — the evidence they found in the two apartments. 

I was upset with him?’ _ were not inter-connected, but Garay was spared an 
"Yeah, I told him, I told him...’ diri estertica by a fellows oficer who clinched la through 
Darby went on to say that he was over to Beck. an unfastened window in front of the building and opened 

with's place, and if he saw him there, he would talk to him the second steel door from inside.) When they left, they 

again. - took with them no less than sixty-three boxes of exhibits. 
‘Okay,’ said Matthews. Tell him I said come and see me, Among the paraphernalia they seized were 
because | am very, very upset about it, and say, lot of things — two 32-gallon mixing drums containing between them about 
to talk about ... If he out there, just come on in the truck half a pound of caked-on heroin that nobody had bothered 
over here. I'll wait over here for you all.’ - with; seventeen large plastic mixing bags, all with some 
But Beckwith never came. - residue; 2-5 million glassine bags in boxes piled up to the 


To Miller, William Callahan, and Francis Sheerin, it tiling: hundreds of rolls of Scotch tape; suitcases full of 
looked like their cue. The time had come to bel in SERON EOE O O O itt 
A AN rs Rosenbaum's name printed on the labels); many 


testify against Matthews and provide a backbone for the More suitcases — some containing bundles of street bags 
case, New York State search warrants were applied for, "*ady for distribution, others with packages of ‘weight’ — 


granted, and executed at 8: 25 in the evening of 15 Sep- and the usual clutter of strainers, respirators, scales, 


p 
ii 


tember. x Ben, paddles, playing cards, and other small imple- 
Group 12's raid on ror East ¢6th Street, . was 
carried out by a squad of ten men led by Miller The himocit on raid the OX. 
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apartment, which had 
facility for the millworkers. The living 


and Matthews in bed em his favourite 
on a representative cross-section 
Group am il nr o 





furnished with a sofa, armchairs, a 


“Money ?* f 
‘Uh-huh, Yeah. My damn money ... Where's your girl- 


friend?" 


‘I don't know. I've been — ah, ah, she just called here.’ 

Frances?’ 

"Yeah. 

"Well, they went out the which-you-call-it place. Um, 
Margaret's.” 

‘Yeah?’ 

‘Tore it up.’ 

*You kidding.’ Barbara sounded aghast, 

‘They was doing that while they was here.’ 

"Which one was this, which one was this?’ 

Tore it up. On 6th.’ 

‘Oh, you kidding. Where is he at?’ 

Flossie didn't answer. All she knew was that Beckwith 


_ had been arrested, like her husband. 


‘Well, are they looking for my girlfriend, too?’ asked 
Barbara anxiously. 

"Yeah. You know, they was calling his name ...' 

After describing the search, Flossie said that Darby had 
been told by one of Rawald's men that they had seen him 
go into the O.K, Corral with three suitcases, and that was 
when they had decided to lock him up. 

Then he asked about Margaret,’ she went on. ‘Oh, he's 


© my nephew, That's my sister's son.” “So your sister's son is 


going to fucking jail. We're going to bury his arse in 
there ..." Shit. They know all about Philadelphia and the 
house, and they told him they going to keep that money, but 


_ they can forget that, I'm going down there and claim mine, 


because I paid taxes on it — paid a whole lot of taxes on that 
money... 

Though Flossie did not mention it, her husband had been 
so shattered by the extent of the officers’ knowledge that he 


had confessed to dealing in narcotics with Frank Matthews 
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executives 

heard about Mildred's hundred and seventy-six? You Berthed in Sheepshead Bay, it had certainly not been used 
* - much for sailing. Representing ODALE, William Callahan 
"Yeah. I was just trying to think what you said. __ went along as an observer and helped the agents tinker with 
‘I said, a hundred and seventy-six big ones. _ the boat for several hours before they finally persuaded one 
Mildred?" __ of the twin engines to start. By then it was dusk, a thick fog 
tl was a in, and the rest of the crew was busy checking 
ou kidding.’ out kwith's cham . After steering a few erratic 

‘Honest to God,’ said Flossie. ‘I'm sick to death. A se : 
was just going to one of the hotels. Good thing they didn't 
soba Rabies 
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ine Launch No, 8 were having their din- 
learned of the problem, they readily 
Double SS a tow to Governors Island, 
be impounded. By the time they had 
ir meal, however, it was pitch-dark, and the fog 
reduced visibility to a few yards. After passing a tow- 


fi 
3 
og 


Barbara | 
standable anxiety at being left high and dry with three kids 
and no word from anyone, least of all ‘Frances’ — ‘I just feel they set out across the bay, but soon decided that con- 
like 1 just can't take no more’ — all Flossie could say in reply ditions were too dangerous. The launch turned back, making 
was: “Worry about my little fourteen, That's a lot of money for the coast-guard station, while the boarding party, keep- 
to me,’ ‚ing watch on the deck of the Double SS, bellowed out 

re — snatches of dimly remembered sea shanties to ward off 
r passing 
The phone is probably tapped, you know?’ The Coast Guard was not pleased to see them at first, but 
"Yeah?" said Flossie. "Well, I hope they tap this. If I don't — after checking with Governors Island, and on being invited 
get my fourteen thousand ...’ to join the federal agents in their investigation of Beck- 
‘I know mine is, I don't know about yours ...’ with's floating cellar, the detail on duty allowed them to tie 
They terrible people,’ sighed Flossie. up for the night. Confident the vessel was now in safe hands, 
Miller, Callahan, and the other ‘terrible people’ were Callahan drove home to his family. 
jubilant. In the space of a few days, they had cut an import- He returned next morning to find the fog had cleared, 
ant heroin supply line on which Matthews had been depend- | not for every member of the prize crew. The coast- 
ing; brought about the arrest of his associates in Caracas and — a ln radar a 
Miami; knocked out one of his main production centres in eventually got both engines started, Callahan sailed 
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them around to Governors Island, where a reception com» | 


mittee was 
In view of the of the case, ODALE had de © 
cided to celebrate the seizure of Beckwith's boat by the IRS. — 


The American public, it felt, was entitled to see some of the — 


eae hae cone by intrepid federal agents from a 
major drug dealer, Accordingly, ABC television had been in- — 
vited to send a camera crew to Governors Island so that the — 
formal surrender of the Double SS to the U.S. government, 
represented by Rear Admiral Benjamin F. Engel, comman- 
E clad A AA 
the nation on a network news 

That night, millions of Anke waren as the Double 
SS came into view in long shot, making for the dock where 


| 
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the rear admiral waited, smiling, to greet its jaded crew. 
voice-over, 


While the newscaster did the 
body of the raid on Beckwith's mill and what had been 
found there, the boat chugged steadily closer and closer, — 
filling more and more of the screen. And as the rear admiral 
turned to his aide with a questioning frown, the Double SS 
chugged steadily into the end of the dock, crumpling several 
feet of her bow. 


reminding every» 


| 


19 


¡Orlando wouldn't have it, Morales an informer? He'd rather 
believe it about his own mother. It had to be Hernandez's 


‚partner. 
"You're crazy,’ I said. They wait for you. They see you 
oler dE N Forget it. They let 


Sic it Was ‘And if things start to 
| look rough,’ he said, ‘I'm going to take off,’ 

‘You take off and Elpidio will forfeit his bond. He's not 
going to like that. $50,000 is no joke.’ 

"Well, I don't give a shit,’ he said. ‘If it looks like fifteen 
‚years, I'm going to make a run for it.’ 
_ We dropped him off and went home. 1 had some heavy 
thinking to do. Anna couldn't see anybody following us, but 
1 knew they weren't going to be satisfied just with Orlando. 
_ There was a note pinned to the front door, ‘Come and see 
‘me,’ it said. "Your godfather's in trouble. Ana Baños. 

We turned around without a word and went over there, 

"What happened?’ 





the same between them since she caught him with his pants 
down in Puerto Rico. 
‘All of them? How'd it happen?’ 
‘I don't know,’ she said. ‘I only know they're all in jail.’ 
| ‘Ooh-lata. Well, well. Who's going to pay the rent 
now?’ 

“You better start worrying about that yourself,’ she said, 


| and she was right for once. 


- As we drove back, Anna uncorked. She'd held herself to- 
gether without a murmur so far, but now it looked like the 
roof was caving in. I tried to tell her, if they had anything 
solid to work with, how come they'd collared Orlando and 
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Fa 
that night with Orlando and wound up at the Dairy | 
parl and 54th Avenue. As we 


icecream —— 

leaving, Orlando bumped into somebody outside the pizza 

A rd co en. > 
knew, a political refugee but a guy with good contacts 


Naturally, he asked how Orlando was, and after Orlando 
told him, he said: ‘I hear Miguel was arrested, too,’ 

‘That's right," 1 said. ‘How did you know?’ 

‘Oh, it's in all the Venezuelan papers,’ he said. ‘On tele 
vision, too, over there, Biggest story they've had in years.” 

Orlando looked at me. ‘Any chance of getting Miguel out 
of there?’ he said. _ 

O O ia eine ya} 
to > 

‘How?’ I said, “How do we go about it?" 
‘Well, with $30.000, | talk to a couple of 
know. Maybe they could arrange He 4 
be able to stay in Venezuela, of course. He'd be a fugitive.’ 

“Beats being in the can,’ I said. There's plenty other places 
he can go to. He'll have to take his chances,’ 

"You want me to look into it, then?" 

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘If he stays, he's going to face a 
amount of years, Let's give it a try.’ 

‘All right," he said, ‘Orlando knows where to find me, 
Let's talk again tomorrow.’ i 

So, after dropping Orlando off at his place, I went hom 


hellatiou 


a bit more hopeful. If we could Miguel, he would 
se y [roda north t backs while she put on her shorts, 


in South America, 


my godfather, he'd have that cocaine pipeline open ag 


in no time, I didn't know whether Pedro Diaz had been 


or not, but I was already thin of taking a 
— La Yai so hes to Date ccs eae ee ilos 


l'd ordered. Henry Morgan would front the money. 
Hanging around outside the house when we got home 

El Gordo and his wife, the fat guy who'd told mg how > 

« 
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a car from Trail 


got that time me and my god- 
{row a car rm Trl ode tw Rojas. He often stopped 


brooding about it. We went out by to visit and clean out our refrigerator, but Anna groaned 
when she saw them. She wasn't feeling so good and went 


them 


to lie down in the bedroom while I bullshitted with 
a while, I couldn't just send them away. 

We hadn't been talking very long before, all of a sudden, 
there was a knock at the door. 

"Who is it?’ I said, although I knew. 


_ ‘Federal agents. Bureau of Narcotics. Open up.’ 


Er en re ——— 
I wasn't worried. Sooner or later, they had to question 

‘me about Orlando, and better here than downtown. So I 

casually opened the door, and wham! They stormed the 

house, guns drawn. | saw men coming and coming. 
"Where's the war?" I said. 

_ They didn't take no notice. Feo was barking and snap- 


* their ankles, and the fat guy almost pissed his pants. 


charged in, swung his arse around, and put him up 
‚against the wall. 
"What you doing to him?" his wife yelled, but the agents 
didn't understand Spanish. “You let him alone.’ 
Already the apartment was jammed with people trippin 
‚over each other. Then they slammed me up against the wa 


į as well, to check my pockets, and two of them brought 
‚Anna in from 


the bedroom to watch. These two agents — I 
found out later they were Bill Warner and Jack Lloyd — had 
burst in with their guns out before she'd had time to move. 


= And there she was, sitting up in bed in a Mickey Mouse 


‘T-shirt. They were gentlemen, though. They turned their 


- "Why are they arresting you?" she said. “What are they 
doing here?’ 

* don't know, baby,’ I said. They didn't say.’ 

_ Our Peke was going crazy. They had a German shepherd at 
‚the door to sniff for drugs, and Feo wanted to eat it. 

- "Would you pick up your dog, lady, so we can come in?’ 
‘said the handler. 
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‘Don't you know?’ asked another one, "Where do you — 


keep it 
walk-in closet. ‘If that dog slobbers on my clothes, I'll sue 
the government.’ 

Nobody took any notice. It was like pandemonium in 


there, 
would mind telling me what this is all _ 


“Look, somebody 
about?" I said. "Nobody's showed me a warrant or nothing.’ 1 


‘TIl tell you what it's about,’ rk adic ii. 

arrest for conspiracy to violate the narcotics, 

that’s what it’s about.’ 

Serene A A ae cep =~ | 
?’ 


“mother’s house.’ 

Expecting something like this, we had dumped every- · 
thing. Anna had put the -32 down the chute, The 
22s we'd wiped clean and thrown out while they were 


us around, and somebody had borrowed the -38 
ore and never returned it. So we were clean. After 
they finished turning the place over, everybody gathered _ 
A A | 


Anna hadn't expected that. For the first time, she cut 
loose with a few tears. 

*You didn't find nothing,’ she said. "Why are you t 
him? He ain't done nothing.’ 

‘Don't worry, sweetheart,’ one said, as they took me out. 
"We'll be back for you later. Where's the Corvette?’ 

“What Corvette?’ she said, and I could have kissed her. 
“We got a Volkswagen. A blue Volkswagen.’ 

El Gordo hadn't moved off the wall since they put im 
there. ‘Officer,’ he said, ‘is it all right if I leave now?’ 

ERENTO e TIER ER DEE 
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"What's his bond?" I heard Anna say as | went 
S Hew mach Wil le ber me Soa 
‘More than you can raise, honey,’ somebody said. ‘So 
't worry about it.’ 
Bigs pushed me into the back of a 1967 Buick, and a 
agent read me my rights. 
‘This the best the government can do for you?" I said, 


| meaning the Buick. 


‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I know it ain't what you're used to, 
Where'd you get the money for that car?’ 
"The Volkswagen?" I said. ‘I saved up my green stamps.” 
‘The Corvette. The white one.’ 
2 eee ee ee I own 
a blue Volkswagen. Want to see the registration 
_ ‘No, no.’ He he had me talking now. ‘whee yoht 
godfather? We ain't seen him around lately.’ 

‘Oh, haven't you heard? He's in jail.’ 


| "Yeah? In jail? What for?" 
‘No, No weapons, I got one, but it’s over at my grand- — 


‘For being careless.’ And that was when it finally hit me. 
| Twas under arrest. 

‘How do you know that?" he said. He was trying to tie 
— the eave ln Gracis, 

"Because | read the goddamn newspapers.’ How 
could this have happened to me? Where was my million 
dollars? “Now don't talk to me no more.’ 

There ain't been nothing in the papers. So how do you 

? Who told you?’ 

Take a look at the Venezuelan newspapers,’ I said. Now 
leave me alone. I got a right to remain silent: 

They left it at that until we reached the old Bureau of 
| Narcotics building right off Biscayne Boulevard. As soon 
| hel Ae ere they started in with the needle. 

"Well, for a Deren Kara) Ario 
yourself, kid. Now you got to pay your dues, Like for the 
next fifteen years.’ 

t's y bond?" I said. 

on them looked at the clock on the wall. ‘It's 

Court Baar WE dl Monday. How about 


-~ 


Hr 


i 


* 
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‘I want to make a phone call. I got a right to make a 





t fore they took me upstairs to a cell. On the way, I asked 
phone call. i again about my bond, figuring the guards would tell me the 
‘Later. First you got to play the piano for us." truth, and they said no bond had been set, as far as t 
So while Bill Warner took my prints, the other agents knew. That was bad news. So then | asked to make the 
kept up with the bullshit. - I was allowed. I'd been saving it until | knew where I stood. 

"You sure got a stupid partner, you know that? All that I phoned Anna, but she wasn't home. 
voodoo crap in his house. You got to thank him for this. It was Sunday before | got to talk to her, or anybody, and 


I just looked at them, They weren't going to get nothing by then I was pretty uptight. Visiting times over the week- 
out of me until I figured everything out and knew exactly — esse Sisk — A to 
what I was doing. _ M on Saturdays, and everybody eise on Sunday. But Anna 

“Your godfather's talking, too, That goddamn bastard son hadn't wasted no time, She'd knocked herself out trying to 
of a bitch Miguel Garcia — they're twisting his balls in get help, starting the minute they'd taken me out of the 
Caracas, you know that? He's going to put all you mother- — house. 
fuckers inside for life.’ li "We went to Orlando's,’ she said. "El Gordo drove me. I 

I made like I was deaf, and one agent — a little Mexican wanted to go see Victoria Montalvo, but they wouldn't take 
Ail 90 ad, De colo Sp O pO - me. | was going to say to her, “Either you bail him out or 


ger. _ I'll talk to the agents and tell them the whole story.” * 
"You goddamn son of a bitch,’ he said. “You suck dick, ‘Oh, Jesus, baby,’ I said. “You can't do that.’ 
mother-fucker.’ "No, Orlando told me. ‘You crazy?’ he said. “You could 


‘Hey,’ I said. ‘You know? We got to listen to this fucking get yourself killed, talking like that.’ So 1 called her on the 
bullshit? Man, you got me. I'm here, I got to take this shit, | phone. Woke her out of bed.’ 


too?’ “What did she say?’ 
‘Okay.’ Warner said, like he was bored with the whole “Well, | told her what happened, and she hung up on me. 
thing. ‘Lay off, you guys.’ “You shouldn't have called me,” she said, “It's got nothing 
They were trying to con me into taking a swing at one of to do with me.”* 
them so they could turn around and kick my face in. And lt was like a big hand reached up in my insides and 
they kept it up until they finished booking me and took my Squeezed the breath out,of me. 1 could hear my heart 


picture. Then they put the cuffs back on for the ride over to thumping in my ears. i 
Dade County Jail, and as we were going downstairs to the _ ‘So then I really wanted to go over there,’ Anna said, “but 
car, somebody pushed me. I managed to save myself from nobody would take me,’ 
falling, and ran down the rest of the stairs before they could I should have known, but it hadn't never crossed my mind 
do it again, that the old lady would turn her back on me. If she was go- 
‘Hey, I'll make a deal with you,’ one of them said when ing to act like that, how much help was I going to get from 
he caught up with me on the sidewalk. ‘Let's save the tax- People like Martinez? We had around $20,000 | could lay 
payers a couple of bucks. I'll take the cuffs off and give you "Y hands on, but I didn't want to use that for bail money 


fifty yards before 1 start shooting, okay?" and have nothing left when I got out. Property was better, 
It was so stupid it made me feel better. If that was the anyway. And when I thought about what those people 
best they could do, I had to be able to beat this.. __ owed me, the money I'd earned for them to buy their new 


When we got to the jail, I sat in the tank for an.hour be- | houses and everything, | damn near choked. 
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‘So what did you do then, baby?" I said, because I didn't 
want to frighten Anna with none of this. She was crying 





already. 
re — 
“Yeah, that’s good. Okay. Well, now we got to get a — 


‘No, baby. I did that already.’ 

‘Hey !' The kid was fantastic; had more balls than all of 
them put together. ‘Is he good? How’d you find him?" 

‘Someone Orlando knows told me about him. His name's 


won't let them set it too high.’ 
‘Sounds like a nice guy,” | said, 
“Yeah,” she said. *! thought so.’ 
Monda 


: 
3 
y 
f 


ney started firing questions : 
Ayan do yoa da Tara rif 


“You have a licence?’ 
‘Yes,’ 
"Where did you get the money for the car?’ 
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godfather gave it to me.’ 
bit ever been to Haiti?’ 
Yes. 
‘You ever been to Venezuela?’ 
Yes! 
"Why?" 
‘My godfather invited me to go.' 
"Your honour, this man's godfather, Miguel Garcia, also 


known as Marcello Cabot, has a long record of narcotics 


2 
« 


violations. He was arrested recently in Caracas and is await- 
ing trial on charges of narcotics violations. A large amount 
of heroin was seized there en route to the United States, 


and— 


"Your honour,’ said Kessler, jumping up. ‘Are we consider- 
ing the case of my client or trying his godfather?’ 

I liked the man’s style. He kept picking them off like that, 
and by the time the hearing was over, it didn't sound like 
they had much, He'd given me a lot of confidence, and it 


wasn't shook when Palermo set bail at $50,000. 


_ it's too steep. I'm going to ask for another hearing. 
"When?" 


"You want my advice?’ Kessler said afterwards. "Don’t 
make it, Don't even try. Let's wait. If that's all they've got, 


TU try for Friday. They're going to have to come up with 


_ something more solid than that. And it'll give us a little 


time to work something out for the bond.’ 

So. Two days in jail hadn't killed me. Four more prob- 
ably wouldn't either. 

Kessler's investigator came over to see me next day. His 
name was Aguedo Lugo, and he knew Ricardo Morales from 
way back. They'd been in the Congo together for the CIA. 

‘So what do you think?" I said. "Was it him?’ 

‘Got to be,’ he said. That's your problem, right there. 
Orlando really fucked up when he picked Ricardo, I also 
heard he was over in Caracas two, three days before your 
godfather got busted,’ 

‘Ricardo was? No shit.’ Now I'd have to kill the son of 


- a bitch. 


"Yeah, but you don't got to worry too much about that, 
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Right now, there's a lot of holes in this conspiracy deal, so 
let's hang tough. It looks good.* 

But a couple of days later it didn't look so good. He came 
over to tell me they'd fixed for Anna to buy the house, with 
my brother-in-law co-signing the paper because Anna was © 


‘Now for the bad news,’ Lugo said. ‘The s 
filling in a lot of those ħoles, Morales is doing it. Looks like 
he's telling them the whole story. They know a little more 
about this thing every day.’ 

“Yeah, but they can't convict on that,’ I said. ‘He'll have 
to go to court and testify.’ 

‘Well, 1 don't know. He might just do that. You see the 
papers — the Spanish papers? There's a whole big splash | 
about this heroin coming in from a Communist country.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus,’ I said. ‘So that makes him a fucking hero?" 

‘Listen,’ he said. ‘I got to ask you this, so don’t be offended 
or nothing. You thought about doing a deal ?” | 

‘A deal?’ 

‘With the government.’ N 

‘No.’ 1 looked at him a long time. “No, I haven't.’ f 

‘Okay. I got to ask you, because that's a possibility you _ 
ought to consider.’ f 

‘No, no,' I said. That's out.’ 


oe 


Aya as 


a _i 


3 
E 


travelled a lot, but what he did was 
said. Now he was in jail, and Anna 
out, 

Naturally, Anna was The santera told 
of other things, too, including that Anna's mother 
in Cuba, and so she listened real good when the 
laid out what she had to do. First, she had to 
with white flowers and Florida water. Then she 
a white and smear cocoa butter on its 
wings. that, she had to tie green, A 
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He blew smoke on top of a glass of water and told Anna my 
bail would soon be reduced, and I'd get out. All she had to 
do was take four eggs, coat them ín cocoa butter, and smash 
one at each corner of Dade County Jail. The doors would 
then open, he said. 

She did that on Thursday. On Friday, I went to court 
again and they turned me loose. 

The government attorney didn't have nothing new to say. 
It was the same old run-around. Where did I get the money? 
What about the travelling? Why was I consorting 
drug dealers? In the end, Magistrate Palermo got fed up with 
it and dropped my bond to $20,000. Kessler gave me a nod, 
and | was out. 

Lugo drove me and Anna home in his car. 

"No doubt about it,” he said, “Ricardo's their ace in the 
hole. I don't see how we can beat that.’ 

"Well, how much can he know?’ I said. "He just went 
along on this one deal, and I wasn't even there.’ 

‘He knows enough. He knows about the ship. He knows 


- about it sailing again with the stuff still on board. He knows 
about the heroin deal. Face it. Anything you told Orlando, 


Orlando told Morales.’ 
‘And now Morales is telling the agents,’ I said. “Great. 


Just wait till I see Orlando.’ 


It wasn't long. He was there at the house to congratulate 
me on making bail. 

‘Thanks a lot,’ I said, after sending Lugo on his way. ‘If it 
wasn't for you and Morales, | wouldn't have been in the 
slammer in the first place.’ 

"Hey, take it easy, man.’ I'd hurt his feelings. ‘I did just 
like you told me. 

‘In a pig's eye,’ I said. ‘Did I tell you to shoot off your 
mouth about how rich you were going to be? Did I say, 
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bring Morales in on the deal? mu hve ware you At | 
times about that guy.’ 


Then a y thing happened. The bathroom door 
It had never done that before. The key was on the 





‘Ah, come on, Georgie, ‘Talk street k so it wasn't locked, but I just couldn't turn the 
eg hid che — == 7 In fact, | damn near tore it off before I finally gave 
in and called the locksmith. 


‘Don’t feel loose. Ricardo Morales has fucked us up good.’ 

‘Man, you got him all wrong.’ Orlando shook his head. 
‘You know what he did? When you were inside? He came 
to see Anna. He came all the way over here to help her, 
right, Anna?’ 

"Yeah, baby. He said he could get passports for the three 
of us. With different names.’ 

‘Jesus,’ I said. ‘Orlando, you believe that shit?’ 

‘He can do it. He knows how to get them.’ 


deal — they told Kessler.’ 

"Well, for my money, it’s Hernandez's partner. You think 
it’s funny how Ricardo got away? Well, ask yourself. How 
come they ain't got that guy either?’ 

O e bed a 
by me. After she talked to them on the phone, Anna went 


He couldn't budge it either. 

‘Funniest damn thing | ever saw," he said. ‘Looks like this 
is going to cost you a new door.’ 

He was right. We had to break it in. And when Anna 
went to look at the panatelas, three of them had gone — 
from the middle of the plate, Feo couldn't have done that, 
Even if he'd sneaked in there without us seeing him, he 
would have messed up all of them and got his fur sticky. 


_ And it wasn't. 


Things were getting very sticky in other ways, though. 


_ After having his lunch of panatelas, Cosmo Lacroix must 


have gone on vacation. Along with Orlando and Hernandez, 


| I was due in court soon to enter a plea on the conspiracy 


charge. Naturally, it was going to be not guilty, but Kessler 


- didn't like the odds, 


‘I'll give it to you straight,” he said. They've pieced the 
whole thing together. They've been to Haiti. They've got 
witnesses there. They've got you with your godfather in 


Puerto Rico. They can show you've been hanging around 


Except for Anna, he was the only one who'd stuck — 


F 


with Orlando for a year or more. They've got you meeting 
with Hernandez. They've got the five kilos, and they say 
they've got a witness. So it's tight now. Looks like they've 


got a good, solid case.’ 


} 


Ik 


This witness,’ I said. "Is it Morales?’ 

‘Does it matter? We can go to court with this, but I have 
to tell you: if they've got all they say they have, | don't 
think we can win. You could get fifteen years. Maybe less, 
as it's a first offence.’ 

‘Oh, Jesus.’ 1 heard what he said, but it still wasn't real to 


me. 
And then again, maybe not,’ he said. They're also work- 


f 
4 
f 
p 
if 
j 


4 
f 


f 


hard to connect you with this heroin deal.’ 
t tied in with the rumours I'd been hearing. In 
Caracas, Sereni was talking for a fact, and although he 
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didn't know me, he sure as hell knew about me. There'd 
been a lot of talk there about Mikey's I'd also 


"Well, they might take a more lenient view, I don’t know. 
I'd have to see, But lenient could still mean eight years.’ 
‘Oh, Jesus.’ 


“Better than fifteen,’ he said. Trouble is, there's been so 


‘They | 
"No. But they say he's involved in some way, and if he is, 


that'll only make things worse. So | want you to think very 
carefully about this, If we 


you. I'll play it any way you want,’ 

‘Okay,’ I said. ‘And thanks. I'll let you know.’ 

Before I made up my mind, I took a last run over to Vic- 
toria Montalvo's house with Anna, It looked pretty good, 
aerie tenon keimb l 

"You shouldn't have come,’ she said. They probably 
lowed you here.’ 


"Why would they follow me? They busted me already” — 


‘I don't want nothing to do with this,’ she said, ‘You 
shouldn't have come.” 


i wouldn't 
with the bond.’ er — 


‘How could I?" she said. “My son wouldn't want me to 
the house, It's all 1 got.’ 

"What about the three I gave you?" 

"You didn't give me ' she said. ‘I can't help you. 
a 5 

And she door on us, I drove Anna home and 
went to see Kessler. $ 

‘How about if I cooperate?" 
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‘If you really mean that, I'll find out,’ he said, 
will it ther?’ 


They caught him with 17 kilos of heroin, He's in a 
Venezuelan jail. How can you hurt your godfather?’ 
“What about Orlando?" 
je, they got Orlando on ice. It can't make any 
difference to him either way.’ 
‘All right.’ I said. Then ask them.’ 
He next day. 


me back 
‘No more than five for sure, Perhaps less. Depends what 
of course, but, with remission and 


pinned the heroin on 
Then I'd better sit 


ugo took me over to the uarters of the 
Federal Strike Force in Miami, a quiet little building with a 
fence around it in the North-West section of town. Jack 


named Jim Sweat. They couldn't make no promises, they 
said, but if | told them the whole story they'd make a strong 
recommendation for leniency. 

‘That won't do me no good if I'm dead,’ I said. ‘If I tell 
you the whole story and you put me in prison, I'm going to 
get myself killed,’ 

"You've violated the narcotics laws, and you'll have to go 
down,’ they said. ‘But if you cooperate, the court will go 
easy on you, and you'll get all the on you need, We 
might even put you in the federal witness programme so 
you can do your time in a safe house. But that's all accord- 
ing to how much you can tell us and how much it's worth.’ 

eyn pr e spri anera oe Beet 
ters around. I didn't even mention the old lady, Martinez, 
or any of those. When they asked me who else had been in 
on the deal, | gave them the names of people they knew 
already or else couldn't catch. | was not too fond of play- 
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EDE ze — ‘Now what about Anna?" 
iog iformet, but (hie way I OB ack By SAE une about her?” E said. "You leave her alone: 


She's at risk, Georgie. There are a lot of people involved 
idad | here, If somebody testifies against her, we'll have to take 
"You dealt with him?" sch 
Sure, I've dealt with him,’ f t was something I hadn’t thought of. It set me back 
Tell us about it’ for a minute, and | guess it showed. 

‘Why don't you just tell me to feed myself into a meat go iO 
grinder?’ | said. "With a guy like that, there ain't no such tsay nothing. - 

thing as a safe house.’ "When shall we make it? 

‘Don't worry about it,’ Lloyd said. “You're no use to us Fl call you, 1 said. 


E 


eat Now I was really in trouble. Forget about the govern- 
— Ge ik KASAR NOAT A accor CANI ment. Never mind what Frank would do to me if he found 
eves: Kibo you've told ts us A oe sear out, I had to face Anna. I hadn't told her yet I was even 


ER 


to trial.’ _ thinking of making a deal, because | knew what she'd say, 
good to know. ‘Nobody Anna belonged to the old school: better to be torn in a 
ratte —— I'm aie a > thousand pieces than sacrifice your honour, 1 hadn't been 
UA taala not: Nok usitlt the etal comme at? looking forward to the fight we were going to have when I 
e At er = told her J meant to cooperate. Now I had to talk her into 


doing it as well. 
They looked at one another, ‘Nobody will know except I decided to speak to Kessler first, but that only made it 


_ worse. He said Anna and me should get married. Then 
it out for yourself, The more you tell us, the more 2 neither of us would ever be pressured to give evidence 


SE are Now A NI ee ees ny oe 
z s j me. 
"Why don't 1 tell you about him later? I said. ‘After you ‘Well, talk to her, Georgie You're in this thing together,’ 


1 

t 

‘Georgie, let me make this clear. Either level with us 
or it's no deal — it's as simple at that, If we even think you're _ me we wont to bed, 
holding out, now or at any time, all deals are off. You got 
that? You'll just be another defendant, and we'll hit you 
with everything we've got. And that’s plenty.’ 
‘Okay, okay. I get the x 

wasn't happy over what I might be letting myself ‘And be fugitives all our lives? Never a minute's peace? 

for, and needed to be coaxed. It wasn't a formal statement — AAA 


by the time | get out.’ 
Baby. you think that's going to happen, we got to make 
run for it.' 


5 
Peta nr 


3 


I told them 1 wouldn't sign nothing until I'd thought things plead . like Kessler Young kid, first offence - 
Sans slew a ee pio ie maybe OR 
wanted some idea of what they would get as their of “How light?" 


the deal. 
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ss Lar Depende wher or engl LI 
court.’ 

‘Well, you're good at that. You can make a good im- 

"Think so? Kessler says it would look better if we got 
married.’ 


‘Married?’ She pulled away in surprise. 

‘Yeah. You know how judges are. You don't mind?" 

‘Mind? Well, I don't know, baby. No, I guess not. Not if 
you think it’s going to help.’ 

‘Okay. Fine, I'll get the licence tomorrow.’ 

That was the easy part. 1 let things settle down a bit, then 
zeroed in again. 

‘Of course,’ Freecom Eaa a 
Kessler thinks there's a way I can make sure of drawing a 

sentence.” 

"Yeah? Well, why didn't you say so, baby?" 

"Well, I'm not too keen about it, but they'd probably 
rere ees ——— 

‘Right. You know. If I cooperate a little bit, they'll let me 
ser eingesehen and I'll get off light.’ 

‘Then cooperate, baby. What do you have to do?’ 

"Well, it's not just me. It’s got to be both of us. I mean, 

people know we ran stuff up to New York together and 


. So what do we have to do?’ 

"Well, we'll have to tell the agents what they want to 
know, for a start.’ 

“You mean, about what we been doing?’ 
ppe I said, ‘And who we've been doing it with, and — 

at. 

Silence. 1 felt her fuse burning down. Four, three, two, 
— ~ blast off. 1 tried to hold on to her, but she fought me 

No. 

‘Baby, I don't have a choice.” 

‘I don't want to hear about it. Don't talk to me’ 


years, 
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- while we 


"i a e ee er 


hi amma ame 


Yor want me to inferni? Don't even think about it,’ 

"Well, do me a favour. Talk to the agents. Maybe you'll 
listen to them.’ 

‘I don't want to listen to nobody. And I don't want to get 
married cither.’ 

It went on like that for a week. Then, on 20 September, 
we got married in Kessler's office, 

Not that she liked the idea any better, but she started to 


- listen when | told her what 1 had in mind. The agents be- 
leved I was ready to testify against Orlando and Hernandez 


when they came up for trial, but there was no way I was 
going to do that. | was going to keep everybody ha 
got our shit po sia Seay Aga < iÁ 
moment to take off. So it didn't matter what I told them, I 
said, If we weren't there to say it in court, it didn't mean a 
thing. They couldn't use it. 
‘But then you'll be a fugitive,’ she said. You told me you 


_ didn't want that.’ 


' know. But I've had an idea. If I can rip Frank off for a 
couple of hundred thousand, we might just make it.’ 

Three day later, we met Lloyd, Warner, and Sweat in 

ard 's on Bi Boulevard, Room grg. 


How. Biscayne 
_ Luckily, I'd told Anna to listen to what I said and take her 


cue from me, because this time they brought a tape re- 
corder. So | went through the story again, switching things 


- around like before, only this time I did it so much I even 
- confused myself. But the only new names I gave them 


_ were Yves Alexis and Evaristio Santiesteban, and I had to 
- do that because there was no way they were going to be- 
- lieve I didn't know how the stuff was brought in. Other- 


_ Wise, it was just the people they'd seen me with in Haiti and 


Puerto Rico — my godfather, Diaz, Medina, Perez, and Ana 
Baños. Plus Matthews, but only Bill Warner seemed really 


‚ interested in him. 


Anna cooled off a lot after that. She'd seen what I was try- 
_ ing to do, although she still wouldn't talk to the agents 


‘I don't like it either, but what can I do? It's that or thirty _ much. Whenever they asked her anything, it was always 
x 
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it? Me and Frank it. 

After that, they went into a huddle with 
agents, and | went home to Anna. Next da 
and Jim Sweat came over to see us at the house, They were 


worried about our safety, they said. They thought we ought _ 


to move out of town for a while, just as a precaution. 
‘Fine,’ | said. Nothing holding us in Miami.’ 
The family knew the whole situation by now — all 
EA PND ssa 
Pd joined the army and was doing my basic training. 
‘No,’ said Anna. ‘I won't go.’ 
‘It's for your own good,’ Warner said. ‘Like a little vaca- 
tion on Uncle Sam.’ 
Nr A I'm not leaving. I'm going to stay with my 


‘Baby,’ I said. 

‘T'm not listening. I don't want to talk to these people. I 
got nothing to say. Not to you, not to nobody. You do what 
you like, I'm not leaving this house.’ 

A few hours later, we packed our bags and followed the 
agents over in the Volkswagen to a mote! in Miami Beach. 


But, as soon as they left, we drove right back across the — 
causeway to see Orlando. 1 didn't want to disappear and © 


¿ 


be give him ideas, 
, listen,’ I said. This case is 
are moving up to Fort Lauderdale 
things work out. If we have to take a walk, we'll have 
jump on them.’ 
‘Good idea,’ he said. ‘Maybe I'll blow town myself, My 
lawyer says somebody's talking for sure. Got to be.’ 
* 


aff 


‘Right. Morales.” 
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a few days. See | 


on, Georgie. I had breakfast with the guy this 


, moming. It’s Hernandez 
= s s 
‘Have 


partner. 
it your way. But | got a feeling I ain't going to be 
around at the trial to find out.’ 
Two days later, the agents came by the motel to move us 
up toa cabin at West Palm Beach. 
"You'll be more comfortable,’ Warner said. “You can stay 
up there till the trial.’ 
"When's it to be?’ 
‘6 November.’ 
It was getting close. About four weeks. 
“What about our apartment?’ Anna said, 
‘That's okay. We'll pay the rent and keep an eye on it for 
So we drove up behind them to West Palm Beach. There 
they settled us into a nice little efficiency cottage and gave 
_ me $140, a week's living expenses in advance, It was all 
» very friendly now. 
_ ‘Listen, will you do me a favour?’ Anna said. ‘Will you 
_ take Feo back with you? Give him to my sister? I'm 
frightened he'll get lost up here if he runs out.’ 

‘Okay,’ they said. ‘Sure.’ 

Warner put him on the back seat, handling him careful 
because he knew how that dog loved chewing on The 
agents used to say that, for what he'd done, Feo should get 
ten years in the pound. 

“What'd you do that for?’ I said, as they drove away. I 
knew how she was going to miss him. 

‘I wouldn't want to see his face on a wanted poster,’ she 
said. ‘We're getting out of here, right?’ 

‘Yeah, baby. But not yet. It's too soon. If they're going to 
catch us, I want them to catch us after the trial.’ 

_ J figured on leaving in another two weeks. Anna hadn't 
been indicted, so she had nothing to lose, but 1 knew there'd 
be a warrant out for me the minute 1 didn't show. What I 
- needed was a clear forty-eight hours with nobody looking 
- for me. 

_ That first week, the agents came out nearly every day 
with new questions. It didn't look promising. But on Friday 
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afternoon they 
Have a good weekend. We'll see you on Monday. 
‘Sure,’ I said. "You, too,’ . 


E AREIS ae nn espa f 
Monday. hung 

money, though, Broadway. I asked for him in there, and he showed up a few 
It was going to be cold up in New York. On the Tuesday, as — 


and not see 


Warner and Sweat were getting into their car to drive back 
to Miami, | asked them for a day off. 

‘Hey, listen,’ I said. ‘Anna's going stir crazy. You guys got 
anything for me tomorrow? | want to show her Cape 
nedy.' 

They looked at each other, “Nothing that can't wait till 
Thursday,’ said Warner. 


i 


here — to get lost.’ 


= hae ieee 
gave me ayer 8140 and said, So ong. a Sunday when we got there, and 1 ook a 


- ing on?’ 
Ken- "Nothing, I said, "We all got popped, too.’ 


‘Oh, Jesus. I didn’t know. Hell, man, I'm sorry.’ 
"Yeah. Well, that’s how it goes. And that’s why I come up 


He shook his head, looking doubtful. "Well, I don't know, 
Things are bad up here, too, If they're looking for 


$ te ne ge so: 
e that.’ 


i darted aim to,’ I said. ‘But first I got to get some money. I'm 
the apartment. sneaked in the back way, packed a suitcase Boing over to sce Frank. Tell him I got 20 keys lined up but 
sneaked out again. 


The only thing left to do now was see Orlando. 

‘Tve had it,’ | told him. “We're splitting, Friday night, 

‘Me, too,’ he said. “Where are you going?" 

"New York.’ 

“Yeah. That's the best place. I'll see you up there.’ 

It wasn't likely, but I didn't want to make the guy feel 
bad. "Where will you be?’ 1 said. 

‘Don't know. Tell you what, You can reach me through 
that number | gave you when I took the stuff up there.’ 

‘Okay,’ | said. "Good luck. And do us both a . Don't 
say nothing to Morales.’ 

At about four o'clock on Friday afternoon, 1 signed for 
another $140 and the agents left, 

Take care,’ they said. ‘Have a nice weekend,’ 

Thanks,' | said. ‘We will.’ 

At about eight, we took off in the Volkswagen and drove 
a rr to New York City, obeying the speed limits 

signs all the way. 8 
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_ I need a couple of hundred thousand to front the deal, You 


want to come?’ 
‘Oh, no.’ He whistled, and pretended to wipe sweat off his 
“Not me, man. | wouldn't do that if I was you.’ 
"Why not?" 
The word we got up here is, Mikey's talking. They say 
he's spilling the whole story, so Frank's liable to be a little 


‘Shit,’ 
H That did it. That meant Zack was out, too. I'd finally 
come to the end of my rope. And it was still a couple of 


weeks to the trial. 


af 
E 
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Now 1 had to do something about the Volkswagen. As 
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it got dark, I drove | and parked on "You mean, you're going to testify? 
en ern 
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you're dead. They think ca were shot.’ 

‘No, no. We're okay. But I'm thinking of taking off.’ 

‘Don't be a fool,’ he said. ‘Now you listen to me, You 
haven't done anything wrong yet. You're still out on bail. 
So you come on over here to my office, and I'll straighten 
this out with the agents.’ 

"Well, it’s not as easy as that, And, anyway, they don't _ 
need me — not for this trial. They got another witness. 

‘For God's sake, You had a deal with them. If 
you welsh on it, they'll lock you up and throw away the 
key. Now be sensible. | told you — five years 
tops. Less remission. Plus parole. What more do you want? 
You're It's nothing. Where are you? New York?’ 

"Well, maybe you're right.’ 


“No may bes about it, Georgie. I'm right. Now listen. Catch | 
ane down here and check into the Holiday Inn at 


the next 
Coral Gables. You got that? I'll get in touch with you there. 
“Well, I don't know.’ 
‘Trust me, Georgie. Do it,’ 
“Well, I'll think about it. I'll let you know.’ 
I went back and told Anna what he wanted me to do. 


“It makes sense, baby,’ I said. ‘If I could have got the 


money, it would have been different, but without it, we 
don't stand a chance. I'm not going to hide the rest of my 
life and jump out of my skull every time somebody knocks 
on the door, I'm not going to have you do it, either. I got to - 
go back.’ — 


350 


Against Orlando?" 
looked at her. I couldn't do it, 'No,' I said. ‘I mean after 


__ One second she was happy; the next she was down again. 


"Baby, they'll crucify you. I'm scared.’ 

‘Don't be scared. 1 still got a card or two to play,’ I said, 
acting very nonchalant, ‘I just got to watch how I do it. And 
I don’t want to have to worry about you. You got a couple 
of uncles living up here, right?" 

Ps 

ri Ak — 

"them. Say you're on vacation or something. And PI send 
_ word as soon as I know whats happening.’ 

_ She started to cry. “No, don't go, baby,’ she said. T 

- really scared.’ 

- "Well, I'm not too happy about it myself,’ I said, and I 

- gave her a hug. “But it’s the best thing. And, anyway, I'm 
- not going yet. We got another four, five days.’ 

_ I stretched it into seven and tried to make them count. On 
the next Friday, I figured the trial ought to be over, so I 
- called Mel Kessler 

*You son of a bitch,’ he said. "What happened?’ 

‘Nothing ha I couldn't testify against Orlando, 
that’s all. So w does it leave me?" 


$ 


‘Suppose I surrender.’ 

_ That’s your only chance. I'll try to set it up -a voluntary 

surrender. And you better pray you get to me before they 

g to you 

E bonds morning. TIl call you when I get in.’ 

‘No,’ he said. ‘Tomorrow,’ 

‘Can't. Got things to do, Was it Morales?’ 

“What? Yes. Georgie, make it tomorrow.’ 

‘See you Monday,’ I said. 

— O ku A teks 
y would know that Morales was the informer, and that 

A teas mae cool fox a keine. 
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Now I had to see my family. 1 said goodbye to Anna, 20 





they 

For those eight million Americans who regularly resort to 
around while Kessler had a session with Sam pharmacology for pleasure, stimulus, or relief, cocaine will 
then probably always remain an occasional self-indulgence, an 
to expensive treat with which to reward or compensate them- 
_ selves for life's ups and downs. Held back from excess by 

of its price, they are more or less safe from the psyc 
| eg that cocaine induces in heavy users like Frank 

tthews 


| 
| 
Matthews loved cocaine. It was not just his business; it | 
waiting outside, I figured they would take me over to Was breakfast food, quick lunch, and nightcap - a complete 
——— system. Indeed, dependence is not quite the 
toward the airport. Beene word in his caes, for it magens that be needed cocaine 
‘Hey, where are we going?’ I said, although I knew al- in order to carry on a normal life, In fact, cocaine had im- | 
ready. Cosmo Lacroix was back on the job. _ posed such a pattern of its own on his behaviour that his | 
Gerry Miller and Roger Garay met us at La Guardia, and normal had become abnormal by any conventional stand- | 
checked into the Ramada Inn, It was all very friendly. g ard. By the autumn of 1972, Matthews showed all the classic 
| 
| 
| 
l 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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me a drink. _ symptoms of chronic cocaine abuse, shuttling between 
‘You're in a lot of trouble, Georgie,’ Miller said. - extremes of euphoria and irritability in an almost con- 
"Yeah, I know.’ tinuous ma usional-power trip. 

"Yeah, but do you know what you've got to do for us He seemed possessed by a sense of invincibility, of a god- 
now?" ; +o Spink te Lee ip gaat id ope 
‘I got to Frank Matthews — right?” setbacks as on -K. Corral or 
‘Right’ 2 Aid, collapse of a 100-kilo deal. What was one heroin mill or 


heroin source more or less to Black Caesar? The loss was 
annoying, but it taught him nothing. It was an affront, not a 
lesson. Afterwards, he went about his business as blatantly 
as ever, still salting millions away in preparation for retire- 
ment, He was not to be hurried or intimidated by anybody, 
not even by the federal grand jury investigating his affairs. 
- Anyone else in his position might have felt it prudent to 
use his network of informants to keep an eye on the pro- 
E ceedings, at least to the extent of finding out who were be- 
ing called as witnesses, but Matthews seemed indifferent to 


~ 
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‘Oh, 1 
to be a next time. Not for forty or fifty years anyway.’ 
“Man, you're dreaming. You got nothing on me.’ 
zen . ‘I think we've got a pretty good case.’ 
? We'll see what you got when 
through with it.’ —— 
‘Frank,’ said Miller. “Face it. You're through. You got an 
empire now, but I'm going to pull it down around your 
cars. 


‘If you can do it, do it.’ Matthews was bored 
with the conversation. ‘Hey, can you lend me a few bucks? 
They took all my money.’ 

Miller searched his pockets. He had left New York in 


such a hurry he had forgotten to bring any with him, | 


Callahan loaned him a dollar. 


‘Here you are, Frank.’ Miller handed it to him. ‘And don’t — 


forget to pay me back.’ 
Thanks a Jot,’ he said. ‘I may not be around.’ 


‘In that case,’ Miller said, Til be taking it off your dead | 


When Matthews was brought before Magistrate Joseph 
War, his 
required by an American court. 

As for Cheryl Brown, when Callahan said he would like 
her to be held for the time 


, Frank, I will. But I'm afraid there isn't going 


Though relieved to have him behind bars, the government 
attorneys were aware of the fact that Mat- 
thews was quite capable of posting a $5 million bond. 
Fortunately, the next day, 7 January, was a Sunday, but 
another hearing was set for Monday morning, and Stanley | 
J. Kaufman, who had meanwhile arrived from Brooklyn to 
represent Matthews, was certain to ask in any case for a 
substantial reduction in bail. In New York, U.S. Attorney 
Robert A. Morse ordered members of his staff in the Eastern 
District to work through that Saturday * extradi- 
tion papers, and in Las Vegas, Callahan and Miller went 
into a huddle with the IRS agents assigned to the case under 
the IRS Narcotics Traffickers Programme. 

On Monday morning, Kaufman duly asked Magistrate 
Ward to reduce Matthews's bail to $100,000. His client was 
a gambler, he said, who always carried large sums on his 
person, and who had paid taxes in 1971 on a declared in- 
come of $200,000, The government was quite free to 
examine Matthews's safe-deposit boxes and bankbooks. 
Furthermore, his client was prepared to waive extradition 
and return voluntarily to the Eastern District of New York, 

Though grateful for that, U.S. Attorney Heaton vigor- 
ously opposed any reduction in Matthews's bond, citing the 
prisoner's gambling losses as evidence of how little $100,000 
would mean to him, particularly as he was believed to have 
at least a million dollars salted away in Las Vegas banks 
alone. 

Magistrate Ward was impressed by this argument but 
showed himself willing to meet Kaufman halfway. Mat- 
thews's bail, he ruled, would be reduced from $5 million to 
$2-5 million. 

It was still an enormous sum, but not nearly big enough 
to suit Miller, Callahan, and Sheerin, who knew that 
Matthews would hardly notice it. Upon his return to New 
York, he would almost certainly have gone free but for the 
countermeasures they had cooked up over the weekend, It 
was absolutely essential to show their prospective witnesses 
that they could keep Matthews behind bars in spite of his 
money, his power, and his political influence. 

As Matthews left the courtroom handcuffed to a black 
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a responsible for bringing him down, and even hinted at his 





now due therefore amounts to $7,009,165. Plus a $6 lien fee.’ 
Matthews looked bewildered. Then he laughed. ‘Little 
nose he said. ‘How in the fuck do you expect me to pay 
t?’ 
The other adjusted his pebble-thick glasses and stared up 
at him gravely. ‘Preferably in cash,’ he said. 
Game, set, and match. In effect, Matthews's bail had been 


tax evasion on a huge scale, for how could anybody with a 
declared annual income of $200,000 amass such a sum? 
Miller, Callahan, and Sheerin flew back to New York con- 
fident that their prisoner would now stay safely in jail until 
he was ht to trial. 

In fact, they all flew back together on Saturday, 13 Janu- 
ary: Matthews, guarded by federal marshals; Barbara Hin- 
ton, who had left the children with her mother and flown 
out to be with Matthews as soon as she heard of his arrest; 
Cheryl Brown, seated at the other end of the cabin (the 
sheriff of Clark County had dropped his charge against her); 
the IRS agents; and Matthews's lawyer, who sat with the 
—— —— for much of the flight, to Barbara 

ton's undisg annoyance. 

Matthews himself was listless and apathetic. Deprived of 
coke for several days, and knowing he had been out- 
manoeuvred in the matter of bail, he had little to say to 
anyone, although he did talk briefly to the three men mainly 
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readiness to consider a deal, 

‘A deal?" said Miller. “What have you got to deal with? 
We know all your people. We'll get them anyway.’ 

‘You don't got the Italians,’ he said. 

They looked at one another. 


‘Il don't know,’ said Callahan. ‘Even if you us your 


E gave 
connections, the best we could do would be, what? Ten 


?’ 

The others 

Matthews shook his head. ‘Forget it,’ he said. ‘No way. I 
can't do time.” 

But he had to do a little. On their arrival in New York, he 
was taken to the West Street Detention Centre. In the weeks 
that followed, a string of indictments was handed up: on 
18 January, for federal income-tax evasion; on the twenty- 
fourth, for conspiracy to distribute cocaine in the Eastern 
District of New York; on the twenty-sixth, for conspiracy 
to distribute heroin in the Eastern District. After that, vari- 
ous superseding indictments were also filed, as Callahan 
and Sheerin felt able to name and prosecute Matthews's 

irators. 

Indeed, the investigation kept widening the scope of the 
case to such an extent that the government began to feel 
some reluctance about going to trial before all its leads were 
run down. In February, the Attorney General advised every- 
body concerned in the Justice Department that no further 


_ indictments were to be handed up or unsealed without his 


approval. It was a move toward coordinating a case 
which now involved literally scores of law-enforcement 
agencies across the country and which was bringing new 
suspects into focus almost every day. 

For his part, Matthews replaced Stanley Kaufman with 
Gino Gallina, of Lenefsky, Gallina, Moss & Hoffman, a sharp 
New York law firm with a special reputation for defending 
difficult criminal cases. A frequent visitor to West Street, 
Gallina concentrated on reducing Matthews's bail, helped to 
some extent by the government's caution about proceeding 
before Matthews's empire had been fully explored. The 
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Harlem. There was a lot of money on the table. 
Miller and Callahan were in Venezuela at the time. They 
Joseph Sereni, 


Gattis Hinton and Cheryl Brown disappeared at about the 
same time. They have not been found either, despite the 
biggest international manhunt in history. 


Postscript 





FRANK MATTHEWS 

On 1 July 1973, two men appeared at the offices of the 
Public Service Mutual Insurance Co., in Great Neck, New 
- York, with a briefcase containing $224,000 wrapped in 
- Christmas paper. Added to the $100,000 in cash already 
" advanced for Matthews's bail bond, this relieved the com- 
_ pany of any necessity to foreclose on the real estate put up 
_ as collateral by his friends and relatives. 

Aware that Matthews had been transferring huge sums 

of money overseas (it was thought to Algeria), the —* 

d federal agents assumed at first that he had left the 
try, A month after his disappearance, however, Deteo- 
Michael Bramble happened to spot him in Brooklyn at 
wheel of a white Cadillac convertible and gave chase 
in his own car. Unable to summon help, for he had no 
radio, Bramble tried to cut in ahead of the Cadillac, but 
- Matthews forced him off the road. 

The Cadillac was later found abandoned with traces of 
_ blood on the front seat. These were ably meant to 
that Matthews had met a violent end, but plainly 
_ there were some sacrifices that neither he nor his men were 
fi prepared to make, for it was not human blood. 
} 


i 
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The focus of the manhunt now shifted back home. 
nds of reward posters were circulated, and federal 
_ switchboards were jammed with callers claiming to have 
seen One such tip mobilized a small army of police, 
state troopers, and federal agents in Syracuse, New York. 
After sealing off the area, an assault group armed with riot 
guns automatic weapons filtered into a downtown 
house and burst in suddenly on an eighty-year-old 
| ‘man watching television. When he had recovered from the 
‚shock, they asked him his name. 

“Frank Matthews,’ he quavered. 
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remains under federal protection. 
| The Enf Administration, formed in 
new orcement ation, form 
n pa aa aiaa erga aed eare - 1973. gave Miller virtually carte blanche on the Matthews 
abouts to $20,000. The only other fugitive ever to have case. He relinquished command of Group 12 to Sergeant 
such a price on his head was John Dillinger in 1931 | Jack Rawald and took Roger Garay with him to Washing: 
The police forces of the world are still looking for him. fion, where he formed Central Tactical Unit No. 2, a 
By now his features have probably been changed by plastic personally chosen team of federal agents who worked 
surgery, but hardly a week goes by without at least one exclusively on the case with unlimited access to government 
report of a sighting somewhere Roger Garay at | funds and facilities until well into 1974. By then, Centac 2 
Task Force headquarters. As these have never led to any- and the Brooklyn grand jury had assembled enough evi- 
thing, one school of thought has it that Matthews is dead, dence against Matthews's closest associates for the US. 
dumped along with Gattis Hinton and Cheryl Brown by the Attorney, Eastern District, New York, to bring them to trial, 
Mob or by the Corsicans or by some enterprising rip-off which he did in 1975. Miller was then posted to Atlanta, 
artist inspired by his millions, no one close to the in- where he remained until reassigned to Miami at the end of 
e een = — 1977. 
up As one of the most experienced federal agents on the 
Some think he may still be running the narcotics business active list, he lectures to at least a thousand police officers a 
in the United States by remote control, like a black Luciano, year on the subject of organized crime, And he never fails 
Others picture him at the head of a private army of former $o remind them to look out for Frank Matthews, who still 








Chinese Nationalist troops escorting caravans of raw opium 
down from the hills in the Golden Triangle. But wherever 
he is and whatever he is doing, Frank Matthews can be 
sure of one thing : Gerard Miller has his shotgun ready. 


a dollar. 
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one 
charge ‚ he was sentenced to four years’ im- might otherwise be fragmented among several different 
cli — — bargo __ Its centre of gravity remained in New York, however, 
where Callahan brought some eighty witnesses before the 
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U.S, Attorney’s office in December 1974 for prosecution in 


THe Miami CONSPIRACY 

Orlando Lamadrid was returned to Miami after his arrest 
in December 1972 and pleaded guilty to charges of conspir- 
ing to violate the narcotics laws and to bail-jumping. He was 
sentenced to cight years’ imprisonment. 

José Martinez, Victoria Montalvo, Ana Bafios, Raquel 
Dumois, and José Medina were brought to trial on 26 April 
1976. Dumois was in due course acquitted, but the rest were 
convicted and sentenced to various terms of imprisonment, 


Tue COCAINE CONNECTION 
Costa Rica in — — 2 
I cocaine, 
José Medina was arrested in Miami in 1973 for smuggling 
cocaine, jumped bail, and upon his recapture was tried on a 
number of narcotics charges and sentenced to a total of 
seyenteen years in prison. 
Pedro Diaz was said to have been released by the 
Venezuelan authorities after his arrest in Caracas on 30 
August 1972, but has not been heard of since. 


THe New York CONSPIRACY 

William Beckwith was convicted on 31 October 1973, of 
violating the narcotics laws, and is serving a twelve-year 
term in Atlanta Federal Penitentiary. 

Nathaniel Elder was arrested in Atlanta in March 1974. 
He had been hiding but ‘got tired of it’. He pleaded guilty to 
violating the narcotics laws and was sentenced to three 
years’ imprisonment and five years’ special probation. 


Barbara Hinton, William Beckwith, Charles William — 


Cameron, John Wesley Carter, John Darby, Thelma Darby, 
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Clement Bates, Marzella Steele Webb, and others 
brought to trial on 4 August 1975. before Chief Judge 
District, New 


“narcotics laws. As Francis Sheerin was no longer with the 
U.S, Attorney's office, the case was prosecuted by Assistant 
U.S. Attorney David De Petris. 

More than forty witnesses, including George Ramos, were 
"called during the trial, which lasted for two months. On 8 
‚October 1975, the jury acquitted Marzella Webb, but the 
others named were found guilty and sentenced to various 
‘terms of imprisonment. Barbara Hinton's conviction was 

subsequently reversed on a technicality. 


THe Vicrms 

In 1972, the most conservative official estimate put the 
total of heroin addicts in the United States at half a million, 
In 1977, the National Institute on Drug Abuse estimate the 
total at 560,000 — the cruellest of all commentaries on the 
prodigal outpouring, year by year, of money, manpower, 
and technology in the War on Drugs. Taking into account 
the figures for drug-related crime and the costs of law en- 
forcement, the Institute's most recent (1975) assessment of 
the overall social cost of heroin addiction was $10-3 billion 


a year. 
The fact is that government is waging an unwinnable war 
on human weakness, a war absurdly expensive to keep up, 
ridiculously profitable to the enemy, and insanely destruc- 
tive of American city life. Every penny of the billions spent 
- by government and ‘earned’ by men like Frank Matthews is 
‘taken from ordinary Americans, either in taxes or by addict 
‘criminals. No junkie can support his habit legally, and very 
few can support it honestly. At the time of writing, heroin 
is fetching $1.65 a milligramme on the street, or about $1: 
million a kilo after allowing for losses in cutting an 


February 1977, the House Select Committee on Nar- 
cotics Abuse and Control attracted abuse of another kind by 
recommending that ‘the U.S. should offer to purchase the 
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THE HIGH-POWERED, 
HARD-ROLLING EXPOSE OF 
THE AMERICAN DRUG UNDERWORLD 


This is the inside true story of the men who took cocaine, the cool, chic, 
status drug of hip America, and heroin, the junkie's curse, to the straets 
of American cities. 

GEORGE RAMOS 

a Cuban-American with ice in his veins, on the make in the 
drug business from the age of nineteen. 
FRANK “SUPERFLY” MATTHEWS 
the flamboyant Black Mafia boss in pink leather suits and 
floor-length mink coats, the invincible dope king who 
radiates power. 
Together they conspired to smuggle into the United States a shipment of 
European heroin equivalent to about three tons of junk in dose form. 
Here George Ramos tells all about the American drug underworld - the 
_ bizarre voodoo rituals and the transformation of the scene in the early 
& Seventies when the Black Mafia moved in on the previously Italian domain 
i to reap the fantastic harvest of 


EASY MONEY. 


5 I wish Donald Goddard a best seller. His sto å 
¿ everything... Drugs, money, politics, sociology, c $ 


sex, intelligence and humour’ 
THE NEW YORK TIMES 


‘Startling. ..True crime aficionados will like thi ® 
PUBLISHERS WEEKLY C 
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